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To the Right Honourable 


CHARLES, 


Earl of DORS ET and MIDDLESEX, 


One of the Gentlemen of His 


MAJESTIES 


BED-CHAMBER, &. 


My Lord, 


F Ith an Affurance I hope becoming the yustice of 
ry Caufe I lay this Tragedy at your Lordfhips 

fo sct¥ Feet, not as a conimon perfecntion but as an 
Offering fuitable to your Virtue, and worthy of the Greatne|s of 
your Name. There are fome Subjects that require but half 
the Strength of agreat Poet, dut when Greece or old Rome 
come inplay, the Nature Wit and Vigour of foremoft Shake- 
{pear, the Judgment and Force of Johnion, with all bis. bor- 
rowed MaStery from the Ancients, will fcarce [uf fice for fo ter- 
rible a Grapple. The Poet muft elevate bis Fancy with the 
mightie/t Imagination, he must run back fo many bundred Years, 
take a just Profpect of the Spirit of thofe Limes without the 
leaft thought of ours ; forif bis Eye fhould fwerve fo low, his 
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The Epiftle Dedicatory. 
Mufe will grow giddy with the VaStne/s of the Diftance, fail at 
once, and for ever lofe the Majefty of the firft Defign. He 
that will pretend to be a (ritick of fuch a Work mujt not have 
a Grain of Cecilius, he muft be Longin throughout or nothing, 
where even the nicest beft Remarks must pafs but for Allay to 
the Imperial Fury of this old Roman Gold. ‘There muft be no 
Drofs through the whole Mafs, the Furnace muft be qufily heat- 
ed, and the Builion Stamp'd with an unerring band. In fuch a 
IVriting there must be Greatne/s of Thought without Bombaft, 
Remotene/s without Monstroufnefs, Virtue arm’d with Severt- 
ty, not in Iron Bodies, Solid Wit without modern Affe tation , 
Smoothne/s without Glo[s, Speaking ont without cracking the 
Voice or ftraining the Lungs. In fhort my Lord he that will 
write as he ought on fo Noble an Occafion muft write like you. 
But I fear there are few that know how to Coppy after fo great 
an Original as your Lordfhip, becaufe there is [carce one genius 
Extant of your own Size, that can follow you paflibus xquis, 
that has the Felicity and Maftery of the old Poets, or can balf 
match the thoughtfulne/s of your Soul. low far fhort I am 
cast of fuch inimitable Excellence, {must with fhame my Lord 
confe/s Lam but too too fenfible. ‘Nature tis believed (if Tam 
not flattered and do not flatter my felf) has not been niogardly 
to me in the Portion of a Genius, tho I have been fo far from 
improving it, that Iam balf affraid Ihave lost of the Princie 
ple. Ic beboves me then for the future to look about me to fee 
whether lama Lagg inthe Race, to look up to your Lordfhip 
and Strain upon the track of fo fair a Glory. L mujt acknowledge 
however Ihave behav'd my felf in drawing, nothing ever pre- 
fented it felf tomy Fancy with that folid pleafure as Brutus did 
om facrificing his Sons. Before I redd Machivel’s Notes upon 
the place, I concluded it the greate/t Action that was ever feen 
throughe 
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The Epiftle Dedicatory. 


throughout all Ages on'the greateft Occafion, For myown En- 
deavour, Ithought Inever painted any Man fo to the Life before 


Vis t= Tarquinios reges animama; fuperbam 
Ultoris Bruti, fafce/que videre receptos ¢ 
Infelix uctunque ferent ea facta Minores ! 


No doubt that divine Poet imagined it might be too great for 
any People but his own, perhaps I bave found it fo, but John- 
fons Catiline met no better fate as his Motto from Horace 


tells 18. 


~———— His non plebecula gandet &c. 


Nay Shakefpear’s Brutus with much adoe beat himfelf into 
the heads of a blockifh Age, fo knotty were the Oaks he had to 
deal with. “For my own Opinion, in [pite of all the Objftacles my 
ModeSty could raife, I could not help inferting a Vaunt in the. 
Title page, Celoque, &c. | i 


And having gain’d the Lift that he defign’d, 
Bold asthe Billows driving with the Wind, 
He loos’d the Mu(e that wing’d his free-born Mind... 


Onthis Larm’d and refolv'd not to be Stirr'd with the little 
Exceptions of a fparkifh Generation, that have an. Antipathy to. 
Thought, But alas bow frail are our beft refolves in our own 
Concerns. I fhow'd no paffion outward, but whether through an : 
Over-Conceit of the Work, or becaufe perhaps there was indeed 
fome Merit, the Fire burnt inward, and Iwas troubled for my 
dsb Play, like a Father for bis deadChild.’Tis enough that Ihave 
eas d my heart by this Dedicatian to your Lordfhip. I comfort 


my felf too whatever our partial Youth aHedge, your Lordfhip: 
a wll. 
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Seal 
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a | cS RHEE: P aE ap ae ee 24 Se 
| will find fomething in in worth your Obfervation 5 which with 
a my future Diligence, Refolution to Study, Devotion to Vertue, 
| and your Lord|hips Service, may render me not altogether uit 
worthy the Protection of your Lordfhip. , : 


My Lord, | 
Tour Lordjhips moft humble . 


q 


and devoted Servant 


f NAT. LEE: 


Prologue - 












































Prologue to Brutus, written by Mr. Duke. 


Ong has the tribe of Poets on the Stage 
Groan’d under perfecuting Criticks rage, _ 

But with the found of railing and of rime, 

Like Bees united by the tinkling Chime, 
The little ftinging Infects {warm the more 

And buzis greater than it was betore. 

But oh! you leading Voters of the Pit, 

That infect others with your too much Wit, 
That well affected Members do feduce, 

And with your malice poyfon half the houfe, a 
Know your ill managd Arbitrary {way, : 
Shall be no more indur’d but ends this day. 
Rulers of abler conduct we will choofe, 

And more indulgent to a trembling Mute ; 
Women for ends of Government more fit, 
Women fhall rule the Boxes and the Pit, ‘ 
Give Laws to love and influence to Wit, 
Find me one man of fence in all your roll, 

Whom fome one Woman has not madea fool. 
Even bufinefs that intollerable load 

Under which man ‘does groan and yet is proud, 
Much better they can manage wou'd they pleatc, 
“Tis nottheir want of Wit, but love of Eafe. 

For, fpite of Art, more Wit in them appears 
Tho we boatt ours, andthey diflemble theirs: 
Witt once was ours, and fhot up for a while 

Set fhallow in a hot, and barren Soyle; 

But when tranfplanted to a richer Ground. 

Has in their Eden its perfection found. 

And. ’tis but Juft they fhou’d our Wit invade, 
Whilft we fet up their painting patching trade ; 
As for our Courage, to our fhame ‘tis known,. 
As they can raife it, they can pull it down. 

At their own Weapons they our Bullies awe, 
Faith let them make an Antifalick Law. 
Prefcribe to all mankind, as well as playes, 
And wear the breeches, as they wear the Bayes. 
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Dramatis Perlonz. 
Lucius Junius Brutus, | Mr. Bettertoa: . 
Titus, Mr. Smith. 
Tiberius, Mr. Williams. 
Collatinus, | Mr. Wiltfhire. 
Valerius, , Mr. Gillow. 
Horatius, rk Mr. Norris. 
Aquiljus, 
Vitellius, 
Junius. 
Fecilian Priefts. Mr. Percival, Mr. Freeman. . 
Vindicius, « , Mr. Nokes. 
Fabritius, Mr. Jeron. 
Citizens, @c. 

WOMEN. 

Sempronia, | Lady Slingsby. : 
Lucretia, si Mrs. Betterton. 
Teraminta, Mrs. Barrey. 
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LUCIUS JUNIUS 
BRUT US: 


FATHER ofhis COUNTRY: 
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Titus , Teraminta, 


, Teraminta, why this face of tears? 
& Since firft I faw thee, till this happy day, 

# Thus haft thou paft thy melancholly hours, 
Ev’nin the Court retir’d; ftretch’d on a bed 
In fome dark room, with all the Cortins drawn;: 
Or in fome Garden o’re a Flowry bank 

Melting thy forrows in the murmuring Stream ; 
Orin fome pathlefs Wildernefs a mufing, 

Plucking the mofly bark of fome old Tree, 

Or poring, like a Syéz/, on the Leaves : 

What, now the Prieft fhouldjoyn us! O,the Gods! 
What can you proffer me in vaft exchange 

For this enfuing night? Not all the days 

Of Crowning Kings, of Conquering Generals, 
Not all the expe@ation of eects : 
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With what bright Fame can give in th’other World 
Should purchafe thee'this night one minute from me, 
Ler. O, Titus! if fince firtt 1 faw the light, 
Since] began to think onmy misfortunes, 
And take a profpect of my certain woes, 
It my fad Soul has entertain’d'a hope 
Of pleafure here, or harbor’d any Joy, 
But what the'prefenceof my Titus gave me; 
Add, add, you cruel Gods, to what I bear, ; 
And break my heart before him. 
Tit. Break firft th’eternal Chain ; for when thou’rt gone 
The World to me is Chaos.’ Yes, Teraminta, : 
So clofe the everlafting Sifters WOVE us, 
When e’re we part,the Strings of both muft crack : 
Once more I do intreat thee give the Grave 
Thy fadnefs ; let me prefs thee in my arms, 
My faireft Bride, my only lightnefs here, 
Tune of my heart, and Charmer of my eyes; 
Nay, thou fhalt learn the extafie from me, 
Pll make thee fmile with my extravagant paffion, 
Drive thy pale fears away ; and e’re the morn 
i {wear,O Leraminta, O my Love, 
Cold as thou art, I'll warm.thee into bluthes. 
Ler. O, Titus / may I, ought I to believe you? 
Remember, Sir, Iam the blood of Zarguin ; 
The bafett too. 
£:t. Thou art the blood of Heav’n, 
The kindeft influence.of the teeming Stars 5 
No feed of Larguin. no, ’tis forg’d t’abufe thee > : 
A God thy Father was, a Goddels was his Wife ; 
The Wood-Nymphs found thee on a bed of Rofes,, 
Lapt in the fweets and beauties of the Spring, 
Diana fotter’d thee with Nectar dews, 
Thus tender, blooming, chatt, the cave thee me- 
To builda Temple facred to her Name ; 
Which I willdo, and wed thee there again. 
Ler. Swear then, my Litus, fwear you'l 
Swear that your Love fhall laf like mine 
No turn of Stat 


Shall e’re efir 


nerve upbraid mez. 
for ever; 

€ or Empire, no misfortune, 
ange you from me: Swear, ifay3 
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That 
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Pather of bis € ountry, 


That, if you fhould prove falfe, I may at leat 
Have fomething ttill to anfwer to my Fate; 
Swear, {wear, my Lord, that you will never hate me, 
But. to-your death fill cherith inyour bofom 
The poor, the fond, the wretched Teraminta, 
Zzt. Till death! nay, after death if poffible. 
Dillolve me ftill with queftions of this Nature, 
While I return my anfwer all in Oaths : 
More than thou canft demand I {wear to do. 
This night, this night fhall tell thee how 1 love thee: 
When words are.at alofs, and the mute Soul 
Pours out her felf in fighs and gafping joys, | 
Life grafps, the pangs of blifs, and murmuring pleafures, 
Thou fhalt confefs all language then is vile, 
And yet believe me moft without my vowing. 
[ Enter Brutus wsth a Flamen. 
But fee, my Father with'a Flamen here! 
The Court comes on; let’s flip the bufie Croud, 
And fteal into the eternal knot of Love, 
Brut. Did Sextus, fay’tt thou, ly at CoBatiz, 
At CoWatin’s houfe laft night ? 
Fla. My Lord, he did. 
Wherehe, with Colatine and many others, 
Fad been fome nights before, 
Brut. Ha! if before, 
Why did he come again ? 
Fla. Becaufe, as Rumor fpreads, 
He fell moft paffionately in love with hers 
Brut. What then? 
Fla, Why, is’t not ftrange 2 
Brut. 1s the not handfom ? 
Fla. O, very handfom. 
Brut. Then ’tis not {trange at all. 
What, fora King’s Son to love another man’s Wife t 
Why, Sir, I've known the King has done the fame. 
Faith, I my felf, who amnot us'd to caper, 
Have fometimes had th’unlawful Itch upon me; 
Nay, pr’ythee Prieft, come thou and help the number, 
Ha! myoldBoy; the company is not fcandalous ; 
Let's goto Hell together; contefs the truth, 
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2, Did ft 


Was, 




















































































Nw foe! 





Ho Boer to he eee AY, es SE TN NG ; oe ¥ = tee 
ee ai 38 til Sd Ds ae 


eran 





« 


4 ~ Lucins Funius Brutus ; 
Did'ft thou ne’re {teal from the Gods an hour, or fo, 
To mumble a new Prayer | 
With a young flefhy Whore in abaudy corner? ha 
Fla. My Lord, your Servant. ‘Is this the Fool? the Madman ? 
Let him be what he will, he fpoke the truth : . 
If other Foolsbe thus, they’re dangerous fellows, [Exit 
Brut: folus. Occafion feems in view ; fomething there is 
In Targuin’s laft abode at CoMatine’s : 
Late entertain’d, and early gone this morning ? 
N The Matron rufiled, wet, and dropping tears, 
\ Asif fhe had loft her wealth in fome black Storm! 
© Asin the Body, on fome great furprife, 
The heart ftill ealls from the difcolour’d face, 
From every part the life and {pirits down : 
So Lucrece comes to Rome, and fummons all her blood. 
Lucrece is fair; but chaft, as the fann’d Snow 
Twice bolted o’re by the-bleak Northern blafts = 
So lies this Starry coldand frozen Beauty , 
Still watch’d and guarded by her waking Virtue,. 
A pattern, tho I fearinimitable, 
For all fucceeding Wives, O Brutus! Brutus ! 
When will the tedious Gods permit thy Soul 
To walk abroadin herown Maj-fty, 
And throw this Vizor of thy madnefs from thee ¢ 
O, what but infinite Spirit, propt by Fate, 
For Empire’s weight to turn on, could endure 
As thou haft done, the labours of an Age, na: 
All follies, fcoffs, reproaches, pities,-icorns, 
" Indignities almoft to blows fuftain’d, 
For twenty preffing years, and by a Roman? 
To act deformity in thoufand fhapes , 
To pleafe the greater Monfter of the two, 
That cries, bring forth the Beaft, andlet him tumble =: 
With all variety of Aping madnefs, 
To bray, and bear more than the Affe’s burden ; 
Sometimes to whoot and feream, like midnight Owls, 
Then {crew my Limbs like a diftorted Satyr, 
Fhe World’s Grimace, th’eternal Laughing:{tock, 
Of Town and Court, the:Block, the Jeft of Rome ; 
Yet all the while not to my deareft Friend, 
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Father of bis Country, 
To my own Children, nor my bofome Wife, 
Difclofe the weighty Secret of my Soul. 

O Kome, O Mother, be thou th’impartial Judge 
If this be Virtue, which yet wants.a.name,. 
Which never any Age could parallel, 
And worthy of the toremoft of thy Sons. | 
) ' [ Enter Horatius, Mutius.. 
Mut. Horatius, heard’{t thou where Sextus was lat night’? 
for, Yes, at CoHatéa: “tiSthe buzof Rome ; 
Fis more than guefs’d that there has-been foul play, 
Elfe, why fhould Lucrece come in this fad manner 
To old Lucretius houfe, and fummonthither 
Her Father, Husband, each diftin@ Relation? | 
[ Enter Fabritius, with Courtiers.. 

Mui. Scatter it through the City, raife the People, 

And find Valerius out: away,Horatius. |» [Exeunt feverally, 

Fabr.Pr’ythee,let’s talk no more on’r.Look,here’s Lord Brutus: 
Come,.come, we'll divert our felves; For tis but juft , that we 
who fit at the Helm, : fhould now andthenunruffle our State af 
fairs with the impertinence of a Fool, Pr’ ythee, Bratus,what’s 
a Clock ? 4 

Brut. Clotho, Lachefis, Atropos; the Fates are three : let 
them but ftrike, and Plllead you a Dance, my Matters. 

Fad.. But hark you, Brutus , doft thou. hear the news of 
Lucrece 2 | : 

Brut. Yes, yes; and bheard of the wager that was lay’da+ 
mong you, among you whoring Lords at'the Siege of Ardea ;. 
Ha, Boy! about your handfome Wives :. 

fab. Well; andhow, and how 2 

Brut.. How you boune’d from the Board, took Horfe, and 
rode like madmen, to find the gentle Lucrece at Collatia: but 
how found her? why, working with her Maids at midniglit. 
Was not this monftrous, and quite out of the fafhion 2? Fine ftuff 
indeed, for a Lady of Honor, when her Husband was out of the: 
way,to fit weaving, and pinking, and pricking of Arras ? Now, 
by this light, my:Lord, your Wife made betterufe of her Pins 
eufhion.— > gt. | 

Fab.. My Wife, my Lord? by Mars; my Wife! 

Brut, Why fhould fhe not,. when all the Royal Nurfes do the: 
fame?. What? what, my Lord,did you not find’em at it? when 


You: 
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6 Lucius Junius Brutus ; 


yours Flaminius ¢ with Tullza’s Boys, turning the 
dafhing the Windows, and the Fates defying.? N 


her, fhe would not keep’em company. 


upon the qualms, that drinking Wine fo late and tip! 
4 would be the death-of -her ? 
& Brut. Hark you,;Gentlemen, if you would but be 
v T could unfold fucha bufinefs ; my life on’t, a very PI 
Court. | 

faé. Out with it; we fwear fecrefie. 

Brut. Why thus then. To morrow Tullia goes'to 


Pandars, Sycophants, upftart Rogues; fine Knave 


Villains: all, all tothe Wars. 
Fab. By Mars, I donot like this Plot. 


hereafter. 
Fab. Hark, Lartius, he’llrun from fooling to d 
nefs, and beat our Brains out. The Devil take the 


Enter Titus. 


And I this night fhall hold her in my arms, 
Oh, Sir! | ; 

Brut. Oh, Sir! that exclamation was too high : 
Such Raptutes ill/become the troubledtimes ; © 
No more of ’em.;And by the way, my Zutus; 
Renounce your Zeraminta. 


oe 


you-came from Collatia to Rome. Lartius, your Wife + and 


Criftals up, 
ow, by the 


Gods, [think twas Civilin you, difcreetly done, Sirs, riot to 
interrupt ’em. But for your Wife, Fabratius, Vl be fworn for 


Bab: No marry would fhe not ;*fhe hates Debauches: How 
have I heard her rail at Zerentia, and tell her next her heart 


ing Spirits, 


fecret now, 
ot upon the 


the Camp; 


and I being Mafter of the Heuthold, have:command'to {weep the 
Court of all its Furniture, and fend it packing toi the Wars - 


s and furly 


Rafcals ; Flatterers, eafic, fupple, cringing, pafling ; fmiling- 


Brut, Why, isitnot a Plot? a\Plot upon. your ‘Selves; your 
Perfons, Families, and your Relations; even to your Wives, 
Mothers, Sifters, all your Kindred : For Whores too are included, 
Setters too, and Whore-procurers; Bag and Baggage; all, all 
tothe Wars. - All hence, all Rubbith, Lumber out; and not a 
Baud be left behind, to put you in-hope of hatching Whores 


irect mad- 
hindmott : 


your Servant, fweet Brutus; noble; honorable Brutus, 


| Exeunt, 


Tit, *"Tisdone, ’tisdone, aufpicious Heav'n has joyn’dus, 
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Farber of bis Country. 
Tit. Ha,my Lord! 
Brut. How now, my Boy? 
Tit. Your counfel comes too late, Sir. 
Brut. Your reply, Sir, 
Comes too ill-manner’d, pert and faucy, Sir. 
Zit. Sir, Lam marry’d. 
Brut. What, without my knowledge? 
Lit. My Lord,I ask your pardon; but that Aymen~———as 
Brut. Thouly’ft: that honorable God would {corn it. 
Some baudy Flamen fhutled you together s 
Priapus \ock’d you, while the Bachanals 
Sung your detelted Apithalamium.. 
Which of thy blood were the curs’d Witnefles ? 
Who would be there at fuch polluted Rites 
But Goats, Baboons, fome chatt’ring old Stlenus ; 
Or Sutyrs, grinning at your flimy joys ? : 
Tzt.. Oh,, all the Gods! my Lord, your Son is marry’d: 
To Tarquin’s——« 
Brut. Baftard, 
Zit. No, his Daughter. 
Brut. No matter : 
To any of his Blood ; if it be his, 
There is fuch natural Contagion init, 
Such a Congenial Devil in his Spirit, 
Name, Liniage, Stock, that butto own a part 
Of his Relation, isto profefs thy felf 
Sworn Slave of Hell, and Bondmanto the Furies: 
Thou art not Marry’d. : 
Itt. O, isthis poffible ? 
This change that 1 behold? no part of him 
The fame ; nor Eyes, nor Meen, nor Voice, nor Gefture ! 
Brut. Ob, that the Gods would give my Arm the vigor 
To fhake this fot, effeminate, lazy Soul 
Forth from thy bofom. No; degenerate Boy, ° 
Brutus is not the fame; the Gods have wak’d him 
From dead Stupidity, to-be a Scourge, 
Aliving Torment.to thy difobedience? : 
Look on my face, view my eyes flame ,. atid tell meo’« 
ir ought thou feeft but Glory and Revenge: 2 Us 
A Dlood-thot Anger, anda burftof Fury)!" 
a When 
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g Lucius Funivs Brutus ; 
When but think of Tarquin. Damn the Montter ; 
Fetch him, you Judges of th’eterial Deep, 

Arraign him, Chain him, plunge him in double fires : 
If after this thou feeft a tendernefs, 

A Woman’s tear come o’re my refolution, 

Think, Titus ; think, my Son, ’tis Nature’s fault, 
Not Roman Brutus, but a Fathernow. 

Tit, Oh, let me fall low as the arth permits me, 
And thank the Gods for this moft happy change, 
That you are now, altho to my confufion, 

That aw-{ul, God-like, and Commanding Brutus 
Which I fo oft have with’d you, which fometimes 
I thought imperfectly you were, or might be, 
When I have taken unawares your Soul 

At abroad glance, and fore’d her to retire. 

Ah, my dear Lord, you need not add new threats, 
New marks of Anger :to compleatmy Ruin, 

Your Titus has enough to break his heart 

When he remembers that you durft not truft him: 
Yes, yes, my Lord, I have a thoufand frailties ; 
The mould you caft me in, the breath, the blood, 
And Spirit which you gave me are unlike 

The God-like Author; yet-you gave ‘em, Sir: 
And fure, if you had pleas’d to. honor mes 
‘I’immortalize my Name to after Ages 

By’ imparting your high cares, I should have found 
At leaft fo much Hereditary Virtue 

As not to have divulg’d them. 

Brut. Rife, my Son; 

Be fatisfy’d thou art the firft that know’fi me : 

A thoufand Accidents and Fated Caufes - 

Roth againft every Bulwark I can raife, 

And half unhinge my Soul. | For now’s the time, 
To fhake the Building of the Tyrantdown.} 

As from Night’s Womb the glorious Day breaks forth. 
And feems to kindle from the fetting Stars: 

So from the blacknefs of young Zarguzn's Crime 
And Fornace-of his Luft, the virtuous Soul 

Of Funius Brutus catches bright occafion; 
i fee the Pillars of his Kingdom totter : 
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Father of bis Country. 9 
The Rape of Lucrece is the midnight Lantorn | 
That lights my Genius down to the Foundation. 
Leave me to work, my Titus ; O, my Son; 
For from this Spark a Lightning {hall arife 
That mufte’re Night purge all the Rowan Air: 3 
And then the Thunder of hisruin follows. 
Nomore ; but hafte thee to Lucretins : 
hear the Multitude, and muft among them. 
Away, my Son, | 
fit. Bound, and obedient ever, L Exit. 
Enter Vinditius with Plebeians. 

1.Cit. fupiter defendus/ I think the Firmament is all on 
a light fire. Now, Neighbour, as you were faying, as tothe 
Caufe of Lightning and Thunder, and for the Nature of Pros 
digies. : 

ite it. What! a Taylor, and talk of Lightning, and Thunder? 
why, thou walking Shred, thou moving Bottom, thou up- 
right Needle, thou fhaving edging Skirt, thou Flip-flap of 
a Man, thou vaulting Flea, thou Nit, thou Nothing, doft 
thou talk of Prodigies when I am by? O tempora, O Mo= 
res! But, Neighbours, as I was faying, what think you of 
Valerins ¢ | ae Q 

All, Valerius, Valerius] _ 

Vin. know you are piping hot for Sedition ; youall gape for 
Rebellion: but what's the near? For look you, Sirs, we the 
People in the Body Politic are but the Guts of Government; 
therefore we may rumble and grumble, and Croke our hearts 
out, if we have never a Head: why,how fhall we be nourifh’d? 
therefore I fay, let us get us a Head, a Head my Ma- 
{ters. 

Brut. Prote& me, Fove, and guard me from the Fantom ! 
Can this fo horrid Apparition be; | 

‘Oris it but the making of my Fancy ? 

Vin. Ha, Brutus! what, where is this Apparition ? 

1.(zt. This is the Tribune of the Celeres 
A notable Head-piece, and the King’s Jefter. 

Brut. By Fove, aProdigy! 

Vin. Nay, like enough’; the Gods are very angry : 
know they are, they told me fo themfelves ; 

For Look you Neighbours, I for my own part 
CG 
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10 _ Lucius funius Brutus ; " 


Have feen to day fourfcore. and nineteen Prodigies and a half, 

Brut. But this isa whole one. _ O, moft horrible + 
Look, Vinditius, yonder, oe that part | 
O’the Capitol, juft, juft there man, yonder, look. 

Vin. Ha, my Lord! 

Brut. Lalways took thee for a quick-fighted Fellow : 

What, art thoublind ¢ why, yonder, all o’fre ; 
It vomits Lightning ; *tisa monftrous Dragon. 

Vin. O, Uecit: O Jupiter and Funo ! By the Gods I fee it 
O- Neighbours, look, look, look, on his filthy Noftrils ! 
°T has eyes like flaming Saucers ; and a Belly 
Like a burning Caldron: with fuch a {winging Tail! 

And O, athing, athing that’s all o’ fire! 

Brut, Ha ! now it fronts us with a Head that’s markd 
With Zarguzn’s name: and fee, ’tis Thunder-ftrook ! 

Look yonder how it whizzes through the Air! 
The Gods have ftrook it down; ’tis gone, ‘tis vanifh’d. 
O, Neighbours, what, what fhould'this Portent mean? 

Vii. Mean! why, it’s plain; did we not fee the Mark 
Upon the Beaft¢ Zarquin’s the Dragon, Neighbours, 
Larguin’s the Dragon, and the Gods fhall. fwinge him. 

Al, A Dragon! aLarquin! | 

1.Czt. For my part, I faw nothing; 

Vin. How, Rogue? why, thisis Prodigy on Prodigy © _ 
Down. with him, knock him down ;. what not fee the Dragon? 

1, Cit, Mercy: I did, Idid; a huge monftrous. Dragon. 

Brut. So; nota word of this, my Mafters,not for your lives. 
Meet me anon at the Forum ; but not a word.. 

Vinditius , tell’em the Tribune of the Ce/eres: 
Entends this night to give them an Oration. 
| Act: Vendit. and Rabble... 


Enter Lucrece, Valerius, Lucretius, Mutius, Herminius, Ho- 
ratius, Titus, Tiberius, Collatinus: 


Brut. Ha! in the open Air ?: fo near, you Gods ?' 
So ripe your Judgments? nay, then let ’em break , 
And burft the hearts of thofe that.have deferv’d them. 
Lucrect. O Collatine! art thou come ?’ 
Alas, my Husb:nd! O my Love! my Lord? 






Father of bis Country. 


Coll. O Lucrece! fee, Ihave obey’d thy Summons; 


I have thee in my Arms; but fpeak, my Fair, 
Say, is all well ? 

Lucrece. Away, and do not touch me: 
Stand near, but touchme not. My Father too! 
Lucretius, art thou here? 

Luc. Thou feeft Iam. 
Hafte, and relate thy lamentable Story. 


Lucrece. If therebe Gods, O, willthey not revenge me ? 


Draw near, my Lord; for fure you havea fhare 


Inthefe ftrange woes. Ah, Sir, what have you done? 


Why did you bring that Monfter of Mankind 
The other Night, tocurfe CoHatia’s walls? 
Why did you blaft me with that horrid Vifage, 
And blot my Honor with the Blood of Targuén ? 
Coll, O all the Gods! 
Lucrece. Alas,they are far off ; 
Or fure they would have help’d the wretched Lucrece, 
Hear then, and tell it to the wondring World, 
Laft night the Luftful bloody Sextus came 
Late, and benighted to Cofatia, 
Intending, as he faid, for Rome next morning ; 
But in the dead of Night, juft when foft fleep 
Had feal’d my eyes, and quite becalm’d my Soul, 
Methought a horrid voice thus thunder’d in my ear, 
Lucrece, thou’rt mine, arife and meet my Arms: 
When ftrait I wak’d, and found young Targuzn by me, 
His Robe unbutton’d, red and f{parkling eyes, 
The flufhing blood that mounted in his face, | 
The trembling eagernefs that quite devour’d him, 
With only one grim Slave that held a Taper, 
At that dead ftilnefs of the murd’ring Night 
Sufficiently declar’d his horrid purpofe. 
Coll. O, Lucrece, QO! 
Lucrece. How is it poffible to fpeak the Paffion 
The fright, the throes, and labour of my Soul ? 
Ab, Collutene ! half dead I turn’d away | 
To hide my fhame, my anger, and my blufhes, 
While he at firft with a diflembled mildnefs 
Attempted on my Honor ; 
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But haflily repuls’d, and with difdain, 
He drew his Sword, and locking his left hand 
‘Faft in my hair, he held it to my breaft : 
Protefling by the Gods, the Fiends and Furies, 
If 1 retusd him he would give me death ; 
And {wear he found me with that fwarthy Slave 
Whom he would leave there murder’d by my fide. 
Brut. Villain! Damn’d Villain! 
Lucrece. Ah Collatine! On Father! Funius Brutus £ 
All that aré kin to this difhonor’d blood, 
Fow will you view me now? Ab, how forgive me? 
Yet think not, CoWatine, with my laft tears, 
With thefe laft fighs,. thefe dying groans, I beg you 
Edo Conjure my Love, my Lord, my Husband, 
Oh think me not confenting once in thought, 
Tho hein aét poffe{s’d his furious pleafure : : 
For, oh, che name, the name of an. Adultréfs!-——< 
But here I faint ;.Oh help me: 
imagine me, my Lord, but what I was, 
And what I fhortly thall be : cold and dead.. 
Coll, Oh you avenging Gods! Lucrece: my Love, 
{wear I donotthink thy Soul confenting : 
And therefore I forgive thee.. 
Lucrece. Ah,my Lord! 
Were I tolive, how thould I anfwer this > 
All that ask you now isto Revenge me; 
Fevenge me Father, Husband, Oh revenge me :: 
Revenge me, Brutus ;. you his Sons revenge me ; 
Herminius, Mutius, thou Horatins too, 
And thou Valerius ; all; revenge meall : 
Revenge the Honor of the Ravifh’'d Lucrece. 
All, We will Revenge thee, 
Lucrece. Uthank you all ; I thank you, noble Romans <. 
And that my life, tho well I know you with it, 
May not hereafter ever give example 
To any that, like me, fhall’ be difhonor’d, 
olive beneath fo loath’d an Infamy ; 
Thus I for ever lofeit, thus fet free 
My Soul, my Life and Honour all together: 


Revenge me; Oh Revenge; Revenge Revenge. Levees 
UC, 
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Fue. Strook to the heart, already motionlefs. 

Coll, O give me way-t’Imbalm her with my tears ; 
For who has that propriety of Sorrow ? 

Who dares to claim an equal fhare with me? 

Brut. That, Sir, darel; and every Roman here. 
What now ? at yourlaments? your puling Sighs? 
And Womans drops ? Shall thete quit fcores for blood 2 
For Chaftity, for Rome, and violated-Honor ? 

Now, by the Gods, my Soul difdains your tears : 
There’s not a common Harlot in the Shambles 
But for a Drachma fhall out-weep you all,. 
Advance the Body nearer: See, my Lords, 
Behold, you dazled Romans,. from the wound 
Of this dead Beauty, thus I draw the Dagger,. 
All ftain’d and reeking with her Sacred blood,. 
Thus to my lips I put the Hallow’d blade,. 
To yours Lucretius, Collatinus yours, 
To yours Herminius, Mutius,and Horatius,. ' 
And yours, Valerzus : kifs the Ponnyard round: 
Now joyn your hands with mine, and fwear, {wear all,. 
By this chaft Blood, chaftere the Royal Villain 
Mixt his foul Spirits with the fpotlefs Mafs, 
Swear, and let-all the Gods be witneffes, 
That you with me will drive proud Tarquin out, 
His Wife , th Imperial Fury, and her Sons, 
With all the Race; drive em with Sword and Fire: 
‘To the World’s limits, Profligate accurft : 
Swear from this time never to fuffer them, 
Nor any other King toReign in Rome. 

All, We Swear. 


Brut. Well have you fworn : and Oh, methinks I fee: 


The hovering Spirit of the Ravifh’d Matron 

Look down; She bows her Airy head'to blefs you. 
And Crown tl’aufpicious Sacrament with fmiles. 
Thus with her Body high expos’d to view, 

March to the Forum with this Pomp of Death. 

Oh Lucrece! Oh! 

When tothe Clouds thy Pile of Fame israis’d 
While Rome is Free thy Memory fhall be prais’d : 
Senate and People, Wives and Virgins all 
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14. Lucius Funivs Brutus 


Shali once a year before thy Statue fall ; 
Curfing the Targuins, they thy Fate fhall mourn: 

But, when the thoughts of Liberty return, 

Shall blefs the happy hour when thou wert born. [Exeunt. 








AC Piglh SCE 


The Forum. 





Tiberius, Fabritius, Lartius, Flaminius. 


As you are Romans, and oblig'd by Targquzn, 
I dare confide in you; I fay again, 
Tho I could not refufe the Oath he gave us, 
I difapprove my Father’s undertaking : 
I’m Loyal to the laft, and fo will ftand, 
Tam in hafte, and muft to Ta//za. 
Fab. Leave me, my Lord, to deal with the Multitude. 
Ti. Remember this in fhort. A King is one 
To whom you may complain when you are wrong‘d ; 
The Throne lies openin your way for Juftice : 
You may beangry, and may be forgiven. 
There’s room for favor, and for benefit, 
where Friends and Enemies may come together, 
Have prefent hearing, prefent compofition, 
Without recourfe to the Litigious Laws ; 
Laws that are cruel, deaf, inexorable, 
That caft the Vile and Noble altogether ; 
Where, if you fhould exceed the bounds of Order, 
There isno pardon: O, ‘tis dangerous, 
To have all Actions judg’d by rigorous Law. 


116. F Abritius, Lartius,and Flaminius, 
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Whit, to depend on Innocence alone, 

Among fo many Accidents and Errors 

That wait on humanlife? Confider it ; 3 
Stand faft, be Loyal: Imufttothe Queen. [ Exit, 

Fab. A pretty Speech, by Mercury / Look you , Lartius , 
when the words lye like alow Wreftler, round, clofe and fhtort, 
fquat, pat and pithy. 

Lar. But what fhould we do here, Fadritius ¢ the Multitude 
will tear us in pieces. : 

Fib. Fis true, Lartias, the Multitude is a mad thing; a 
{trange blunder-headed Montfter , and very unruly: But elo- 
quence is fuch a thing, a fine, moving, florid, pathetical 
Speech! But fee, the Hydracomes: let me alone ; fear not, I 
fay, fear not. | oe 
[ Enter Vinditius, wth Plebeians. 

Vin. Come, Neighbours, rank your felves, plant your felves, 
fet your felves in Order ; the Gods are very angry, Vil fay that 
for em: pough, pough, I begin to fweat already ; and they’| 
find us work enough to day, I'll tell you that, And to fay 
truth, Tnever lik’d Tarquin, before Tfaw the Mark in his fore- 
head: for look you, Sirs, Iam atrue Commonwealths-man,, 
and donot naturally love Kings, tho they be good; for why 
fhould any one man have more power than the People ? Is he 
bigger, or wifer than the People? Has he more Guts, or more 
Brains than the People ?: What ean he do for the People, that 
the People can’t do for them felves? Can he make Corn 
erow ina Famine? can he give us Rain in Drought ?. or make 
our Pots boil, thotheDevil pifs in the Fire ? 

1.Cit. For my part, I hate all Courtiers ; and I think I have 
reafon for’t.. 3 
; Vin, Thou reafon! Well, Taylor, and what’s thy rea- 
on? 

1. Cit. Why, Sir, there was a Crew of ‘em t’other Night 
got drunk, broke my windows, and handled my wife. 

Vin. How Neighbours ? Nay, nowthe Fellow has reafon, 
look you:. his wife handled! why, this isa matter of mo- 
ment,: ' 

1.Gt. Nay, [know there were fome of the Princes, for i 
heard Sextus his names. 


Vin:- 
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16 Lucius Funius Brutus ; 

Vin. 1, J, the King’s Sons, my life for’t ; fome of the Kiap’s 
Sons. Well, thefe roaring Lords never do any good among us 
Citizens: they are ever breaking the Peace, running in our 
Debts, and {windging our wives. 

Faé, How longatiength, thou many-headed Monfter, 

You Bulls, and Bears, you roaring Beafts and Bandogs, 
Porters and Coblers, Tinkers, Taylors, all 

You Rafcally Sons of VVhores in a Civil Government, 
How long, I fay, dare you abufe our patience ? 

Does not the thought of Rods.and Axes fright you? 

Does not our prefence, ha, thefe eyes, thefe faces 

Strike you with trembling? Ha! . 

Vin, VVhy., what have we here? a very Spit-fire , the 
‘Crack-fart of the Court. Hold, let me fee him nearer: 
yes, Neighbours, this is one of ’em, one of your roaring 
Squires that poke us in the night, beat the VVatch,and deflowr 
our VVives. I know him Neighbours, for all his bouncing and 
his {wearing ; this is a Court-Pimp, a, Baud, one of Targuin’s 


Bauds. 


Fad. Peace thou obftreperous Rafcal ; I ama man of Honor, - 
‘One of the Equefirian Order ; my name Fuéritius, 

Vin. Fabritius! Your Servant, Fabrétius. Down with 
him. Neighbours; an upftare Rogue; this is he that was 
the Queen’s. Coachman, and drove the Chariot over her Fae 
ther’s Body : Down with him, down with ‘em all; Bauds 4 
Pimps, Pandars, 

fab, O mercy, mercy, mercy! 

Vin. Hold, Neighbours, hold: as we are great, let us be 
juft. You, Sirrah; you of the Equeftrian Order, Knight? 
now, by Fove, he has the look of a Pimp; I find we can’t 
fave him. Rife, Sir Knight; and tell me before the Ma- 
jefty of the People , what have you to fay, that you 
fhould not have your neck broke down. the Tarpeian 
Rock, your Body burnt, and your Afhes thrown in the 
Tiber ¢ 

Faé, Oh! oh! oh! 


Vin. ACourtier! aSheep-biter. Leave off your blubbering, 
and contefs. 


fab. Oh! I will confefs, I will confefs. 
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Vin. Anfwer me then. Was not you once the Queen’s 
‘Coachman ? : 

Fab. Iwas, Iwas. 

_ Vin, Did you not drive her Chariot over the Body of her Fa- 
ther, the dead King Zulus ¢ 7 

Faé. did, I did: thoit went againft my Confcience, 

Vin, Somuch the worle. Have you not fince abufed the good 
People, by feducing the Citizens Wives to Court, for the King’s 
Sons? have you not by your Bauds tricks, been the occafion of 
their making aflault on the Bodies of many a virtuous difpos’d 
Gentlewoman? | 

Fad. have, ft have. 

Vin. Have you not wickedly held the Door, While the 
Daughters of the wife Citizens have had their-Veilels broken 
up? 

Fab. Oh, Iconfefs, many atime and often. 

Vin. For all which Services to your Princes, and fo highly 
deferving of the Commonwealth, you have receiv’d the Honor 
of Knighthood ¢ : 

fab, Mercy, mercy : [confefs it all. 

Vin. Hitherto I have helpt youtofpell; now pray put toge- 
ther for your felf: and confefs the whole matter in three 
words. | 

fad. 1 wasat firft the Son of a Car-man , came to the honor 
of being ZaWza’s Coachman, havebeen a Pimp, and remain a 
pra at the mercy of the People, 

sn, Well, I am mov’d, my bowelsare ftir’d: take’em a- 
way, and let ’emonly be hang’d: Away with ’em, away with 
em. : 

Fae, Oh mercy! help, help. | 

Vin. Hang ’em, Rogues, Pimps; hang em I fay. ‘Why, 
look you, Neighbours , thisis Law, Right, and Juftice : this 
is the Peoples Law; and I think that’s better than the Arbi- 
- trary power of Kings. Why, here was Trial, Condemnati- 
on, and Execution, without more ado. Hark, hark; what 
have we heré? look, look, the Tribune of the Celeres / Bring 


forth the Pulpit, the Pulpit. 


Trumpets 
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Trumpets found a.dead March. 


Eater Brutus, Valerius, Herminius, Mutius, Horatius, Lucretius, 
Collatinus, Tiberius, Titus :. «sth the Body of Lucrece. 


Val. i charge youFathers, Nobles, Romans, Friends, 

Magifirates, all you People, hear Valerzus. 
This day, O Romans, is a day of wonders,. 
The villanies of Zurguiu are compleat : 

Tolay whofe Vices open toy our view, 

To give you Reafons for his Banifhment,. 

With the Expulfion of his wicked Race ; 

The Gods have chofen Lucius Funius Brutus, 
The ftupid, fenflefs, and illiterate Brutus, 
Their Orator.in this prodigious Caufe 

Let him afcend, and Silence be Proclaim-d. 

Vin. A Brutus, a Brutus, a Brutus / Silence there + 
Silence, I fay, Silence on painof death. 

Brut. Patricians, People, Friends, and. Romans all, 
Had not th’infpiring Gods by wonder brought me 
Frem clouded Sence,, to this full Day of Reafon, 
Whence, with a Prophets profpect, behold 
The State of Rome, and Danger ot the World ; 

Yet in aCaufelikethis, methinks the weak, 

Enervate, ftupid Brutus might fuffice :. 

© the eternal-Gods+. bring but the Statues 

Of Romulus and Nima, plant. ’em bere 

On either hand of this cold Roman Wife, 

Only to ftand and point that public wound ; 

O Romans, oh, what ufe would be of Tongues? 

What-Orator need {peak while they were by ? 

Would not the Majeity of thofe dumb Forms 

fofpire your Souls, and Arm you forthe Caufe ? 

Would you not curfe the Author of the murder, 

And drive him from the Earth withSword and Fire ¢ 

But where, methinks I hear the People fhour, 

i hearthe cry of Rome,where is the Monfter ? 

Er.ng Targuin forth, bring the Deftroyer. out, 

By whofe curs’d off-fpring, Eufiful Bloody Sextus, 
Eis: 
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Farber of bis Country, 
This perfect mould of Roman Chatftity, 
This Star of {potlefsand immortal Fame, 
This.pattern for all Wives, the Roman Lucrecé 
Was touly brought to a difaftrous end. 


Vin.O,Neighbours,oh! I bury’d feven Wives without cryi 


Nay, I never wept before im all my life. 
Brut. O the Immortal Gods, and thou great Stayer 
Of falling Rome, if to his own Relations, 
(For Collatinus is a Tarquin too) 
If wrongs fo great to them, to his own blood : 
What then tous, the Nobles and the Commons? 
Not to remember you of his paft Crimes, 
The black Ambition of his furious Queen; 
Who drove her Chariot through the Cyprian Street 
On fuch a damn’d Defign, as might have turn’d 
The Steeds of Day, and fhock’d the ftarting Gods, 
Bleft as they are, with an uneafie moment: 
Add yet tothis, oh! addthe horrid flaughter 
‘Of all the Princes of the Roman Senate, | 
Invading Fundamental Right and Juftice, © 
Breaking the ancient Cuftoms, Statutes, Laws, 
With politive pow’r, and Arbitrary Luft ; 
And thofe Affairs which were before difpatch’d 
Tn public by the Fathers, now are fore’d 
To his own Palace, there to be determin’d 
Ashe, and his Portentous Council pleafe. 
But then for you. 
Vin. I, for the People, come: 
And then, my Mirmydons, to pot. with him. 
Brut. \ fay, if thus the Nobles have been wrong’d, 
What Tongue can fpeak the grievance of the People? 
Vin. Alas, poor People! 


Brut. You that were once a free-born People, fam’d 


In his Forefathers days for Wars abroad, 


The Conquerors of the World; Oh Rome! Oh Glory! 


What are you now # what hasthe Tyrant made you? 

The Slaves, the Beafts, the Affes of the Earth, 

The Soldiers of the Gods Mechanic Laborers, 

Drawers of Water, Taskers, Timber-fellers, 

Yok’d you like Bulls, his very Jades for luggage, 
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40 Lucius Funius Brutus ; 


Drove you with Scourges down to dig in Quarries,. 
To cleanfe his Sinks, rhe Scavengers o'th’ Court ; 
While his lewd Sons, tho not on work fo hard, 
Employ’d your Daughters and your Wives at home. 
Vin. Yes marry did they: | 
Brut, Oall the Gods.! what are you Romaas?-ha t 
If this betrue; why-have you been fo backward?) - 
Oh fluggith Souls ! Oh fall of former Glory! 
That would not rouze unlefs a Woman wak’d you ¢ 
Behold fhe comes, and calls you torevenge her ; 
Her Spirit hoveérsiim: the Air, and cries 
To Arms, to Arms; drive, drive the Zarquins out. 
Behold this Dagger, taken from her wound, | 
She bids you fix this Trophee on your Standard, 
This Ponnyard Which fhe fab’d into her heart, 
And bear her Body in your Battels front's: : 
Or will you ftay till: Targasmidoes return, °- 
To fee your Wivesiand Children drag'd about, 
Your Houfes burnt, the Temples all profan’d,, >” 
The City fil’d with Rapes Adulteries, : 
The T:éer choak’d with Bodies, all the Shores 
And neighb’ring Rocks; befthear’d with Roman blood ? 
Vin. Away, dway.sclets burn his Palace firft. 
Brut. Hold, hold, my Friends. As I have béen th’ Infpirer. 
Of this moft juft Revenge; fo.l intreat- you, 
Oh worthy Romans, take me with you {tills 
Drive Talia out, and all of Zarguin’s Race; - 
Expel ’em without Damage to their perfons, * ‘ 
Tho not without reproach. /Vinditzas, you: 
I truft inthis... So profper usthe Gods, + 
Profper ous Canfes/profper the Commonwealth; 
Guard and Defend the Liberty of Aome. 
Vin. Wiberty, Laberty Liberty. 9° 0° 
Abe Liberty, &e.7" 8 2a 16 aye eta 
Val. O Brutus) asa God) we alhfurvey thee ;~* 
et then the Gratitude we fliould exprefs i! 
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Therefore accept in fhort the thanks of Rome : 
Firft with our Bodies thus we worfhip thee, 
Thou Guardian Genius of the Commonwealth, 
Thou Father and Redeemer of thy Country ; , 
Next we, as Friends, with equal Arms embrace thee, 
That Brutus may remember, tho-his vertue 
Soar to the Gods, he isa Roman filll.. 
Brut. And whenLam not fo, or once in thought 
Confpire the Bondage of my Country-men, 
Strike me you, Gods ;. tear me, O.Romans, piece-meal, 
And let your Brutus be more loath’d than: Zarguin. 
But now to’thofe Affairs that want a.view, 
Imagine then the fame of what is done 
Has reach’dto Ardea; whence the trembling King, 
By Guilt and Nature:quick and apprchenfive, 
With abent brow comes poft. for his Revenge 
Tomake examples of the Mutiniers : 
Let himcomeon. Luacretzus,to your care 
The charge and cuftody of Kome is given; 
While we, withsall the Force that can be rais’d, 
Waving the Zarguzns on the common Road; 
Refolve to joyn the Army at the Camp, 
What thinks Valerius of the confequence ? 
Val. As of aluckyhit.. . There isanumber 
Of Malecontents that with for fuch a time : 
{think that only fpeed is neceflary 
To Crown the whole event.. 
Brut. Gothen your felf,.. 
With thefe Affiftants, and make inflant head 
Well as you can, numbers will not be wanting, 
To Mars his Field: I have but fome few Orders 
To leave with Zztws, that mutt be difpers’r, 
And Brutus shall attend you. 
Val. The Gods dire&t you. [Exeunt with the Body of Lucrece. 
Manent Brutus, Titus. 4 
Brut, Titus,my Son? , 
Tit. My ever honor'd Lord. 
Brut. Ithink, my Titus, 
Nay, by the Gods, I dare proteft it to thee; 
love thee more than any of my Children. 











Lucius Funius Brutus ; 
Tit. How, Sir, oh how, my Lord, have I deferv’d it? 
Brut. Therefore blove thee more, becaufe, my Son, 

Thou haft deferv’dit; for, to {peak fincerely, 

There’s fuch a fweetnefs ftill in all thy manners, 

An Air foopen, and a brow fo clear, ! 

A temper fo remov'd from Villany, 

‘With fuch a manly plainnefs in thy dealing, 

That not tolove thee, O my Son, my Titus, 

Were to be envious of fo great a Vertue. 

Tit. O, all the Gods, where will this kindnefs end? 

Why do you thus, O my too gracious Lord, 

Ditlolve at once the being that you gave me ; 

Unlefs you mean to {crew me to.performance 

Beyond the reach of Man ¢ 

Ah why, my Lord, do you oblige me more, 

Than my humanity can e’re return? 

Brut. Yes, Tztus, thou conceiv’ft thy Father right, 

1 find our Genij.know each other well ; 

And Minds, my Son, of our uncommon make 

When once the Mark’sin view, never fhoot wide, 

But in a-Line come level to the White, 

And hit the very heart of our Defign: 

Then, to the Shocking purpofe. Once agaiu 

I fay, I {wear, I love thee, O my Son; 

Ilikethy Frame, the Fingers of the Gods 

I fee have left their Maftery upon thee, 

They have been tapering up thy Roman Form, 

And the Majeftick prints at large appear : 

Yet fomething they have left for me to finith, 
Which thus I prefs thee to, thusin my Arms 

I fafhion thee, I mould thee tomy heart. 

What? doft thou kneel? nay, ftand upnow a Roman, 

Shake from thy Lids that dew that hangs upon em, 

And anfwer to th’aufterity of my Vertue. 
Tit. If Imuftdye, you Gods, lam prepar’d : 

Leéetthen my Fate fuffice » but do not rack me 

With fomething more. 

Brut. Titus, as lremember, 
You told me you were Marry’d. 
Lit. My Lord, I did. 


Brut, 


ere 









Father of bis Country. 
Brut. To Teraminta, Targuin’s natural Daughter. 
Tit. Moft true, my Lord, tothatpoor vertuous Maid, 

Your Zitus, Sir, your moft-unhappy Son, 
Is joyn‘d for ever. 
Brut. No, Titus, not for ever. 
Not but I know the Virgin beautiful ;. 
For I did oft converfe her,. when I feem’d 
Not to converfe at all: Yet more, my Son, 
frhink her chaftly goods moft fweetly fram‘d,. 
Without the fmalleft Tin@ture of her Father ;. fe 

Yet, Titus,———~Ha! what, man ?. what, all in'tears 7, 

Art thou fo foft, that only faying yet 
Has dafh’d thee thus? nay, then I’ll plunge thee down, 
Down to the bottom of this foolith Stream | 
Whole brink thus makes thee tremble. No, my Son, 
Jf thou art mine, thou art not Teraminta’s ; 
Or, if thouart, I fwear thou muft not be; 
Thou fhalt not be hereafter. 

L7t, Othe Gods! 

Forgive me, Blood and Duty, all refpects: 

Due to.a Father’s name: not Zeraminta’s / 

Brut. No, by the Gods I-{wear, not Teramiuta’s.. 

No, Zztus, by th’eternal Fates, that hang 

I hope aufpicious o’re the head of Rowe, 

Vll grapple with thee onthis fpot of Earth 

About this-Theam, till one of us fall dead : 

il ftruggle with thee for this point of Honor, 

And tug with Zerameinta for thy heart 

As I havedone for Rome :- yes, ere-we part, 

Fix’d as you are by Wedlock joyn’d and faft, 

Pil fet you farafunder: nay, on this,. 

This {potted blade, bath’din the blood of Lucrece, 

F'll make thee fwear on this thy Wedding night 

Thou wiltnot touch thy Wife: 

Zit. Conference, heart and bowels, 

AmTIaman? haveI my flefhabout me? 

__ Brut. Uknow-thou haft too much of Flefli about thee s: 

Tis that, my Son, that and thy Blood I fear 

More than thy Spirit, which istruly Roman: 

But let the heated Chanels of thy Veins: 
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Boilo’re; Tftill am obftinate in this: 
Thou fhalt renounce thy Father or thy Love. 
Fither refolve to part with Teraminta, | 
To fend her forth, with ZuWza, to her Father, 
Or thake hands with me, part, and be accurs d\; 
Make me believe thy Mother play’d me falfe, 
And, in my abfence, ftampt thee witha Tarquin. 

Tit. Hold, Sir, Ido conjure you by the Gods, 
Wrong not my Mother, tho youdoom me dead ; 
Curfe me not till you hear what I refolve, 
Give me alittle time to rouze my Spirits, 
To mutter all the Tyrant-man about me, 
All that is fierce, aufteer, and greatly cruel 
To Titus and his Teramentasruin, 

Brut. Remember me ; look on thy Fathers fuff rings, 
What he has born for twenty rowling years ; 
If thou haft nature, worth, or honour in thee, 
The contemplation ef my cruel labours 
Will ftir thee up to this new act of glory : 
Thou want’{t the Image of thy Father’s wrongs ; 
Otake it then, refle@ed with the warmth 
OF all the tendernefs that I can give thee: 
Perhaps it ftood in a wrong light before ; 
I'll try all ways to place it to advantage. 
Learn by my rigorous Roman Refolution 
To ftiffen thy unharrafs’d Infant vertue: 
I do allow thee fond, young, foft, and gentle, 










































-Train’d by the Charms of one that is moft lovely ; 


Yet, Titus, this muft ali be loft, when Honor, 
When Rome, the World, and the Gods come to claim us: : 
Think then thou hear’ft’em cry, obey thy Father ; 
if. thou art falfe, or perjur’d, there he ftands 
Accountable to us; but fwear obey 5° 
implicitly believe him, that, if ought 
Be {worn amifs, thou may fthave nought to anfwer. \ 
Tit. What is it, Sir, that you would have me iwear, 
That I may {cape your Curfe, and gain your blefling ¢ 
Brat. That thou this aight willpare with Zeraminta, 
For once again I fwear, af here fhe {tayes, 
What for the hatred of the Multitude. 
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Father of bis Country. 


And my Refolves to drive out Targuin’s Race, - 
Her perfon is not fafe. 
Tit, Here, take me, Sir; 
Take me before Icool: | fwear this night 
That I will part with (Oh!) my Zeraimznta. 
Brut. Swear too, andby the Soul of Ravifh’d Lucrece, 
Tho on thy Bridal night, thou wilt not touch her, 
Tit, Ifwear, ev’n by the Soul of her you nanvd, 
The Ravith’d Lucrece, Oh th’ Immortal Gods ! 
t will not touch her. 
— Brut. So; Ttruft thy Virtue: 
And, by the Gods, I thank thee for the Conqueft. 
Once more, with all the bleffings Lcan give thee, 
I take thee to my arms; thus om my breft, - 
The hard and rugged Pillow of thy Honor, 
T wean thee from thy-Love : Farewel; be fa 
To what thou ft fworn, and I am thine for ever. [Fixit 
Tit. folus. To what thou “ft fworn! Oh Heaven and Earth 
What have I fworn? to part with Teraméimta? — (what's that? 
To part with fomething dearer to my heart 
Than my Life’s drops? What ! not this night enjoy her? 
Renounce my Vows, the Rights, the Dues of Marriage, 
Which now I gave her, and the Prieft was witnefs, 
Blefs’d with a floud that ftream’d from both our eyes, 
And feal’d with fighs, and fmiles, and deathlefs kiffes ; 
Yet after this to {wear thou wilt not touch her / 
Oh, allthe Gods, I did forfwear my felf 
In {wearing that, and will forfwear again: 
Not touchher ! O thou perjur’d Braggard ; where, 
Where arethy Vaunts, thy Proteftations now : 
Enier Teraminta. | 
She comes to ftrike thy ftaggering Duty down : 
’Tisfall’n, ’tisgone ; Oh, Teraminta, come, 
Come to my arms thou only joy of Tztus, 
Huth to my cares, thou mafs of hoarded {weets, 
Selected hour of all Life’s happy moments ; 
What {hall fay tothee? | 
Ter. Say any thing ; 
For while you fpeak, methinks a fudden calm, 


In fpight of all the horror that furrounds me, 
Fails 
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Falls upon every frighted faculty 

And puts my Soulin Tune. O, Titus, Oh! 
Methinks my Spirit fhivers in her houfe, 
Shrugging,asif the long’d to be at reft ; 
With this forefight, to dye thusin your arms 
Were to prevent a world of following ills. 

Ter. What ills, my Love? what power has Forture now. 
Bus we can brave? “Listrue, my Teraminta 
; ‘The Body of the World is out of frame, 

\ The vaft diftorted limbsare onthe Rack 
S : And all the Cable Sinews firetcid to burfting,. 

NW The Blood ferments,. and the Majeftick Spirit, 
Like Hercules inthe invenom’e Shirt, 

bies in a Fever omthe horrid Pile: 

My Father, like an Atfeu/upins 

Sent by the Gods, comes boldly tothe Cure 5: 

But how, my Love? by violent Remedies, 

And faies that Rome, ere yet fhe can be well, 

Muft purge and.caft, purge alk th’ infected humors: 
Through the whole mafs; and vaftly, vaftly bleed} 

Ter. Ah, Titus! Imy felf but now beheld 
"Flr expulfion of the Queen, driv’n from. her Palace: 

By the inrag’d and madding Multitude ; 
And hardly fcap’d my felf to find you here. : 

Tit. Why, yet, my Teraminta, we may fmile.. 
Come then to bed, ere yet the night defcends 
With her black wings to brood o’re all the World. 
Why, what care we? let us enjoy thofe pleafures. 
The Gods have giv’n; lock’d in each others arms. 
We'll lye for ever thus, and laugh et Fate. 

Ter. No, no, my Lord; there’s morethan youhavenam’d;, 
There’s fometbing at your heart that I muft find ; a 
} claim it with the priviledge of a Wife: a 
Keep clofe your joys ;. but for. your griefs, my Titus, 
Tmuft not, will not lofe my fiiare in them, 

Ah, the good Gods, whatisit ftirs you thus ¢ 
Speak, fpeak, my Lord, or Zeraminta dies. 
Oh Heav’ns, he weeps! nay, then upon my knees: ' 
Ithus conjure you fpeak,. or give me death. 


Tit. Rife, Teraminta. Oh, if I thould fpeak. 
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Father of bis Country. 


WhatI have rafhly fworn againft my Love, 

I fear that I fhould give thee death indeed. 
Ter. Againft your Love! No, that’simpoffible ; 

I know your God-like truth: nay, fhould you {wear, 

Swear to me now that you forfwore your Love, 

I would not credit it. No, no, my Lord, 

I fee, I know, Iread it in your eyes, 

You love the wretched Teraminta ftill: 

The very manner of your hiding it, 

The tears you fhed, your backwardnefs to fpeak, 

What you affirm you {wore againft your Love 

Tell me, my Lord, you love me more than ever. 
Tit. By allthe Gods, Ido: Oh, Teraminta, 

My heart’sdifcerner, whether wilt thou drive me ? 

Viltell thee then. My Father wrought me up 

I know not how, to fwear I know not what, 

That I would fend thee hence with Tz//za, 

Swear not totouch thee, though myWife; yet, Oh, 

Had’ft thou been by thy felf, and butbeheld him, 

Thou would’ft have thought, fuch was his Majefty, 

That the Gods Lightned trom his awful eyes, 

_ And Thunder’d from his tongue, 
Ter, Nomore, my Lord: 

I do conjure you by all thofe Powers 

Which we invok’d together at the Altar ; 

And beg you by thelove I kaow you bear me, 

Tolet this paffion trouble you no farther ; 

No, my dear Lord, my honor’d God-like Husband, 

Tam your Wife, and one that feeks your Honor: 

By Heaven, I would have {worn you thus my felf. 

What, on the fhock of Empire, onthe turn 

Of State, and univerfal change of things, 

To lye at home and languifh fora Woman! 

No, Zitus, he that makes himfelf thus vile, 

Let him not dare pretend to ought that’s Princely ; 

But be, as a!] the Warlike World fhalljudge him, 

The Droll of th’ Peopie and the {corn of Kings. 

Enter Horatius. 


Hor. My Lord, your Father gives you thus in Charge, 


Remember what you fwore: the Guard is ready ; 
I, z 
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And lam ordered to condué& your Bride, 
While you attend your Father. : 

Tit. Oh, Teraminta! OF ais 
Then we mutt part. | “et 
T.y. We mutt, we muft, my Lord: key 
Therefore be fwift, and fnatch your felf away ; 

Or } fhall dye with lingring. 
Tit. Oh, a kifs. 
Balmy as Cordials that recover Souls ; | 
Chaft as Maidsfighs, and keen as longing Mothers. 
Preferve thy felf; look well to that, my Love; 
Think on our Covenant: when either dyes, 
The other is no more. 
Ter. Ido remember ; 
But have no language left. | 
Tit. Yet we fhall meet, : | 
In fpight of fighs we fhall, at leaftin Heaver 
Oh, Zeraminta, once more to my heart, 
Once to my lips, aad ever to my Soul, 
Thus the foft Mother, tho her Babe is dead,, 
Will have the Darling on her bofom lay’d,. Bae kgm 
Will tatk, and rave, and with the Nurfes firive, ~ 
And fondit ftill, as if it were alive; 
Knows it muft go, yet ftruggles with the Croud,. 
Aad fhrieks to fee em wrap it in. the Shroud.. 
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Collatinus, Tiberius, ViteNius, Aquilius. 


H’ expulfion of the Zarguins now muft ftand ; 


con ‘ 
@ ~ Fheir Camp to be furpris’d, while Zargquzn here 


That fuch 


Was {colded from our Walls! I blufh tothink 
a Matter in the artof War 


Should fo forget himfelf. 
Vit. Triumphant Brutus, 


_ Like Jove 


when follow’d by a Train of Gods, 


To mingle with the Fates and Doom the World, 
Afcends the Brafen fteps o’th’ Capitol, 

With all the humming Senate at his heels ; 

Ev’n in that Capitol which the King built 

With the expence of all the Royal Treafure = ’ 
Ingrateful Brutus there in pomp appears, 

. And fits the Purple Judge of Targuzn’s downfal: 


A quil.But why, my Lord, why are not you there too? 


Were you 


not chofen Conful by whole Rome? 


Why are you not Saluted too like him?’ 
Where are your Lictors? where your Rods and Axes ? : 
Orare you but the Ape, the Mimic God 
Of this new Thunderer, who appropriates 
Thofe Bolts of Power which ought to be divided? 
726. Now, by the Geds, I hate his upftare pride, 


- His Rebel 
His abject 


thoughts of the Imperial Race 
Soul that {toops to Court the Vulgar, 


His {corn of Princes, and his luft to th’ People, r 


O. Collati 


ne, have you not eyes to find’ him ?' 


Why are you rais’d, but to fet off his honors ?: 


A. Taper by the Sun,. whofe fickly Beams- 
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Are fwallow’d in the blaze of his full Glory - 

Hey like a Meteor, wades th’Abyfs of light, 

While your faint lufter adds but to the beard 

That aws the World. When latethrough Rome he pafs'd 

Fixt on his Courfer, mark’d you how he bow’d 

On this, on that fide, to the gazing heads 

That pav’d the Streets and all imbofs’d the Windows,. 

That gap'd with eagernefs to fpeak, but could not, 

So faft their Spirits flow’d to admiration, 

And that to joy which thus at laft broke forth : 

Brutus, God Brutus, Father of thy Country + 

Hail Genius, hail Deliverer of loft Rome * 

Shield of the Common wealth, and Swordof Juftice ? 

Hail, fcourgeof Tyrants, lafh for Lawlefs Kings ? 

Allhail they cry’d , while the long Peal of Praifes 

Tormented with a thoufand Ecchoing cryes 

Ran like the Volly of the Gods along, | 2 
Col. No more on’t ; Lgrow fick with the remembrance. —_ 
Tib. But when you follow’d, how did their bellying Bodies 

That ventur’d from the Cafements more than half, ! 

Tolook at Brutus, nay, that {tuck like Snails 

Upon the Walls, and fromthe Houfes tops 

Hung down like eluftring Bees upon each other 5 

How did they all draw back at fight of you 

Tolaze, andloll, and yawn, andreft from rapture! 

Are youa man? have yeu the blood of Kings, 

And fuffer this ¢ 
Col. Ha! is he not his Father # 
Zio. I grant he ts. 

Confider this, and rouz your felf at home: 

Commend my fire, and rail at your own flacknets. 

Yet more ; remember but your laft difgrace, 

When you propos’d, with reverence tothe Gods,’ 

A King of Sacrifices fhould be chofen, | 

And from the Confuls; did he not oppofe you? 

Fearing, aswell he might, your fure election , 

Saying, {t {melt toomuch of Royalty ; 

And that it might rub up the memory 

Of thofe that lov’d the Tyrant? Nay, yet more 5 

That if the people chofe you for the Place, 
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Father of bis Country. 


The name of King wouldlightupona Zargazuz: 
Of one that’s doubly Royal, being defcended 
From two great Princes that were Kings of Rome ¢ 











Col, But, after allthis, whether would’{t thou drive ¢ 


716. Twould to Juftice ; for the Reftauration 
Of our moft Lawful Prince: Yes, Collatzne,. 
¥ look upon my Father asa Traytor; 

I find, that neither you, norbrave Aguilius,, 
Nor young Vitelius, dare confide inme : 

But that you may, and firmly, tothe hazard: 
Of all the World holds precious ; once again. 

I fay, [look on Brutus as a Traytor, 

No more my Father, by th’immortal Gods. 
And toredeem+the time, to fix the King 

On his Imperial Throne, fome means propos’d 
That favor of a govern’d Policy, | 
Where there is ftrength and life to hope a Fortune,. 
Not to throw all upon one defperate chance ; 
Fll_on as farashethatlaughs at dying, _ 

Col, Come tomy armes: O-thou fo truly brave: 
Fhou may’ft redeem the errors of thy race ! 
Aguilius, and Vitellius, Q.embrace him, 

And ask his pardon; that folong we fear’d 
To truftforicha Virtue.. Bat behold, 


Enter Brutus and Valerius: 

Brutus appears : Youngman, be fatisfy’d, 
I found thy Politic Father to the bottom, 
Plotting the aflumption of Valerius, 
-He means to-caft me fromthe Confulfhip : 
“But now, [heard how he Cajol’d the People 
With his known induftry, and my remifinefs, 
That ftill in all our Votes, Profcriptions, Edicts,. 
Againft the King,. he found IL acted faintly, 
Still clofing every Sentence, He’sa Targuzn. . 

Bru. No, my Valerius, tillthou art my mate, 
Joynt mafter in this.great Authority, . _ 
However calm:the face of things appear, 
Rome is not fafe:. by the Majeftic Gods, 
I f{wear,, while ColZatine fits at the helm, 









32 Lucius Funius Brutus : 
~ A Univerfal wrack is to be fear’d: 











































{have intelligence of his Tranfactions, 
He mingles with the young hot blood of Rome, 
Gnawshimfelf ward, grudges my applaute, 
Promotes Cabals with higheft Quality, 
Such headlong youth as, fpurning Laws and manners, 
Shar’d in the late Debaucheries of Sextus, 
And therefore wifh the Tyrant here again: 
As the inverted Seafons fhock wife men, 
And the moft fixt Philofophy muft ftart 
Atfultry Winters, and at frofty Summers ; 
So atthis moft unnatural ftilnefs here, 
This more than midnight filence through all Rome, 
This deadnefs of difcourfe, and dreadful Calm 
Upon fo great achange, I more admire 
‘Than if a hundred Politic heads were met, 
And nodded Mutiny to one another ; 
More fear, thanif.a thoufand lying Libels 
Were fpread abroad, nay, dropt among the Senate. 
Val. Vhave my felf employ’d a bufy Slave, 
His name Vinditinss, given him Wealth and Freedom, 
To watch the Motionsiof Vitelzus, . 
And thofe of the Aguilian Family : 
Vitellius has already entertain’d him ; | 
And fomething thence important may be gather’d, 
For thefe of all the youth of Quality 
Are moft inclin’d to Zarguin and his Race, 
By Blood and Humer. | 
Brut. O, Valeriw ! 
That Boy, obferv’ft thou? O, 1 fear, my Friend, 
He isa Weed, but rooted in my heart, 
And grafted tomy Stock ;if he prove rank, 
By Mars, no more but thus, away with him: 
Til tear him from me, though the blood fhould follow. 
Tiberius. 
Tib. My Lord ? 
Brut. Sirrah, no more of that Vzted/zas 5 
I warn’d you too of young Aquilius : 
Are my words wind, that thus you let’em pafs ? 
Haft thou forgot thy Father ¢ 
Tib. 
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Father of bis Country. 
Tih. No, my Lord. 
Brut. Thou ly’ft, But thothou feape a Fathers Rod, 

The Conful’s Ax may reach thee: think on that. 

I know thy Vanity, and blind Ambition; 

Thou doft affociate with my Enemies; 

When I refus’d the Conful Co/datine 

Tobe the King of Sacrifices; ftrait, 

. Asif thou had’{t been fworn his bofom Fool, 

- He nam‘d thee for the Office : And fince that, 

Since I refus’d thy madnefs that preferment, 

Becaufe I would have none of Brutus Blood 

Pretend tobe a King; thou hang’ft thy head, 

Contriv ft to give thy Father new difpleafure, 

As if Imperial Toyl werenotenough 

To break my heart without thy difobedience. 

But by the Majefty of Rome 1 {wear, 

If after double warning thou defpife.me, 

By all the Gods, ‘I'll caft thee from my blood, 

Doom thee to Forks and Whips asa Bardarian, 

And leave thee to the lafhes of the Lictor. 

Targuinius Collatinus, you arefaummon’d 

To meet the Senate on the inftant time. 
Coll. Lead on : my duty is to follow Brutus. (Ex: Brut. 
116. Now,by thofe Gods with which he menac’d me, . Vals 

I Here put off all nature ; fince heturns me 

Thus defperate to the World, I do renounce him? 

And when we meet again he is my Fo. 

All Blood, all Reverence, Fondnefs be forgot : 

Like a grown Savage on the Common wild, 

That runs at all, and cares not who begot him, 

Y'll meet my Lion Sire, and roar defiance, 

Asif he ne’re had nurs'd mein his Den. 


Enter Vinditius, withthe People, and 
two Fecialian Priefis, Crown'd 
with Laurel: two Spears in their 
hands 3 one bloody and half burnt. 


Vin, Make Way there, hey, news fromthe Tyrant, here 
come Envoys , Heralds, Ambaffadors; whether in the Gods 
F name 
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name or inthe Divels I know not; but here they come,- your 

Fecialian Priefts: well, good People, I like not thefe Priefts ;_ 

why, what the Devil have they to do with.State-affairs ¢ what, 

fide foever they are for, they’] have Heaven for their part, Fil’ 

warrant you: they’l lug the Godsin whether they will or no.-. 
1. Pri. Hear, Jupiter; andthou, O Fane, hear ;. 

Hear, O Quirinus ; hear us.all you Gods 

Celettial, Tereftrial, and Infernal: 
>. Pr. Bethou, O' Rome, our Judge : hear-all you People, . 
Vin, Fine Canting Rogues! I told you how they'd be hook- 


ing the Gods in at firft dafh: why, the Gods are their Tools 


and Tackle; they work with Heaven: and Hell; and let me 
tell you, as things go, your Priefts have a.hopeful Trade 
ont. 

1. Pri, Tcome Ambaflador to thee, Q Rome, 

Sacred and Juft, the Legate of the King. _ 
2. Pri. If we-demand, or purpofe to require © 
A Stone from Rome that’s contrary toJuftice, . 
May we be ever banifh’d from our Country, , 
And never hope to tafte this vital Aire 

Tib. Vinditius, \ead the Multitude away : : 
Aguilius, with Vitelius and my felf, 

Will ftrait conduct’em to the Capitol. ; 

Vin. 1 go, my Lord; -but have acare of “em: fly Rogues: 
I'warrant ‘em. Mark chat firft Prieft; do you fee how he 
leers? a lying Elder; the true caft of a holy Jugler, Come 
my Matters, [ would think well of a Prieft, but that he hasa 
Commiffion. to diffemble: a Pattent hypocrite, that takes pay 
to forge; lyes by Law, and lives by theSins of the People. 

[Exeunt with People... 

Agu. My life wpon’t, you may fpeak out, and freely; 
Tiberius is the heart of our defign. 

1. Pri The Gods be prais’d. Thus then: the King commends. 
Your generous Refolves, longs to be with you, Hi 
And thofe you have ingag’d, Divides his heart 
Amongftyou; which more clearly will befeen 
When you have readthefe Packets : as we go, 

(ll fpread the bofom of the King before you  Exeunt. - 


SCENE 
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Father of bis Couutry. 35 


SCENE UL. 
The Senate. 








Brut. | Bes, ae that long ftood, and {cap'd the Tyrant, 


The venerable moulds of your Forefathers, 
That reprefent the wifdom of the Dead; 
And you the Confcript chofen for the People, 
Engines of Power, fevereft Countfellors, 
‘Courts that examine Treafons to the Head: 
Allhail, TheConful begs th’ aufpicious Gods, 
And binds Quirinus by his Tutelar Vow, 
That Plenty, Peace, and lafting Liberty 
‘May be your portion, and the Lot of Rome. 
Laws, Rules, and Bounds, prefcrib’d for raging Kings, 
Like Banks and Bulwarks for the Mother Seas, 
Tho’tis impoffible they fhould prevent 
A thoufand dayly wracks and nightly ruins, 
Yet help to break thofe rowling inundations 
Which elfe would overflow and drown the World, 
Tarquin, tofeed whofe fathomlefs ambition 
And Ocean Luxury, the nobleft veins 
Of all true Romans were like Rivers empty’d, 
Is cut from Rome, and now he flows fullon ; 
Yet, Fathers, ought we much to fear his ebb, 
And ftrictly watch the Dams that we have rais‘d. 
Why fhould I go about? the Roman People 
All, with one voice, accufe my fellow Conful. 
Coll. The People may;1 hope the Nobles will not. 
The People! Brutus does indulge the People. 
Bru. Conful, in what isright, I will indulge’em : 
And much I think tis better fo to do, 
Than fee ?em run in Tumults through the Streets, 
Forming Cabals, Plotting again{t the Senate, 
. i ie 
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36 Lucius Funins brutus 


Shutting their Shops and flying from the Town, 

Asif the Gods had fent the Plague among ’em. 

I know too well, you and your Royal Tribe 

Scorn the goodFeople, fcorn the late Election, 

Becaufe we chofe thefe Fathers for the People 

To fill the place of thofe whom Turguzn murder’d: 
And, tho you laugh at this, you and your Train, 

The irreligious harebrain’d youth of Rome, 

The fgnorant, the Slothful, and the Bafe ; 

Yet wife men-know, ‘tis.very rarely feen, 

That-a free people fhould delire the hurt 

Of Common Liberty. No,’ Co/latine, 

For thofe defires arife from their opprefiion, 

Or from fufpicion they are falling ‘to it ; 

But put the cafe that thofe their fears were falfe, 

Ways may be found to rectify theirErrors ; 

For grant the People ignorant of themfelves, 

Yet they are capable of being told,. 

And will conceive a truth from worthy men : 

From you they will not, ‘nor from your adherents, 

Rome’s Yntamous and Execrable Youth, 

Foes to Religion andthe Commonwealth, 

To Virtue, Learning, and all fober Arts 

That bring renown and profitto Mankind; 

Such as had rather bleed beneath a Tyrant 

To become dreadful to the Populace, 

To fpread their Lufts and Diflolutnefs round,, 

Tho at the daily hazard of their lives ; 

Than live at-peace in a Free Government, 

Where every man is Mafter of his own, 

Sole Lord at home, and Monarch of his Houfe,, 

Where Rancor-and Ambition are extinguifh’d, 

Where Univerfal peace extends her wings, 

As if the Golden Age return’d, where all 

The People do'agree, and live fecure,. 

The Nobles and the Princes lov'd and Reverenc’d, 

The World in Triumph, and the Gods Ador’d. | 
_ Colt. The Conful, Confcript Fathers, faies the People, 

For divers Reafons, grudge the Dignity, 

Which I poffefs'd by general approbation, 
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Farber of bis Conntry: 27 
[hear their murmurs, an would know of Brutus 
What they would have me do, what’s their defire. - 
Bru. Take hence the Royal name, refignthy Office 5 
Go asa Friend, and of thy own accord, 
Left thou be forced to what may feem thy will: 
The City renders thee whatisthy own. *.. 
With vatt increafe, fothourefolve to go; - 
For till the name, the Race and Family 
Of Tarquin Be remov’d, Rome is not free. 
Coll. Brutus, Vyield my Office to Valerias,. 
Hoping, when Rome has try'd my faith by Exile,. , 
She will recal me : So the Gods preferve you. [ Boost. 
Bru. Welcome Pudlicola, true Son of Rome + 
On fuch a Pilot in the rougheft Storm 
She may fecurely fleep-and reft her cares. 


4. Pri, Hear Jupiter, Cutrinus, all you Gods, 
Thou Father, Judge commiffion’d for the Meflage 
Pater Patratusfor the Embaily, 

And Sacred Oaths which I muft {wear for truth, 
Doft thou Commiffion me to feal the Peace, 
If peace they choofe ; or hurl this bloody Spear 

Half burnt in fire, 1f they inforce a War ¢ 

2. Pré, Speak to the Senate, and the A/b2n People 
The Words of Tarquin: this is your Commiffion. 

1. Pri. The King,. to fhow he has more moderation 
Than thofe that drove him from his lawful Empire, 
Demands but reftitution of his own, 

‘His Royal Houfhold-ftuff, Imperial Treafure,,. 
His Gold, his Jewels, and his proper State 
To be tranfported where he now refides : 

I fwear that this is all the King requires ; 
Behold his Signet fet upon the wax, 
’Tis Seal’d and written in thefe Sacred Tables: 

_Tothis I fwear ; and as my Oath is Juft, 
Sincere and punctual, without all deceit, 
May fupiter and all the Gods reward me : 

But if [ act, or otherwife imagine, 
Think, or defign, than whatThear have fworn, 


[EnterTiberius, Aquilius, Vitellius, andthe Priefts. 
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All you the 4/éan People being fafe, 

Safe in your Country, Temples, Sepulchers, 
Safe in your Laws, and proper Houthold Gods ; 
Let me alone be ftrook, fall, perifh, dye, 


‘As now this Stone falls from my hand to Earth. 


Bru. The things you ask being very controverfial,, 


Require fometime. .Should wedeny the Tyrant 


What was his own, twould feema.ftrange injuftice ; 
Tho he had never Reign’din Rome; yet, Fathers, 
If we confent to yield to his demand, 

We give him then full power tomake a War. 

*Tis known to you, the Feczalian Prietts, 

No A@of Senate.after Sun-fet ftands ; 

Therefore your offers being of great moment, 

We fhall defer your bus’nefs till the morn : 

With whofe firft dawn we fummon all the Fathers, 


-Togiveth’ affair difpatch. So fove protect, 


Guard, and Defend.the Commonwealth of Rome. [ Exeunt. 

[ Manent Tiberius, Aquilius, Vitellms,Prée(ts. 
Tih, Now tothe Garden, where I'll bring my Brother: _ 
Fear not, my Lord; we have the means to work him ; 
Tt cannot fail. 
1,Pri. And you, Vitellius, haft 

With good Aguilius, {pread the news through Rome, 

To allof RoyalSpiric; moft.to thofe 

Young Noble men that us’d to range with Sextus * 

Perfwade a .reftitution of the King, “¥ 

Give’emthe hint to let. himin by night, 

And joyn their Forces with th’Imperial Troops, 

For *tis a fhove a pufh of Fate muft bear it, 

For you, the Hearts and Souls of enterprife, 

J need not urge a reafon after this. 

What good can come of {uch a Government 

Where tho two Confuls, wife and able perfons, 

Asare throughout the World, fit at the helm, 

A very trifle cannot be refolv’d ; 

A Trick, a Start, a Shaddow of abufinefs, 

That would receive difpatchin half a minute 

Were the Authority but rightly placd, 

In Rome’s moft- lawful King ? But now no more ; 
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Father of bis Country. 39 


The Feczaliau Garden is the place, YF 
Where more of our {worn Function will be ready 
To help the Royal Plot: difperfe, and profper. . 





SCENE IIL» 
Tbe Fecialian Garden. 





Titus folus: 7 


Tit.C\He’s gone; and I fhall never fee her more:: 
| Gone to the Camp, tothe harfh trade of War, . 

Driven from thy bed, juft warm within thy breft, , 

Torn from her harbor by thy Father's hand, 

Perhaps to ftarve upon the barren plain, - 

Thy Virgin Wife, the very blufh of Maids, . 

The fofteft bofom fweet, and not enjoy’d:. 

the Immortal Gods/ and as fhe went, 

How er’e fhe feem’d to bear our parting well, . 

Methought fhe mixt- her melting with difdain, 

Acaft of anger through her Shining tears.: 

So to abufe her hopes, and blaft her withes,. 

By making her my Bride, but not a Woman / 


[Enter Tiberius, Aquilius, Vitellius,. 
| and Priefts, with -Teraminta. 
Ti, See where he ftands, drown’d in his Melancholy, 
1. Pri, Madam, you know the pleafure of the Queen: - 
And whatthe Royal Tz//za did command. 
Pve {worn to execute, 
Ter. Lam inftructed. 
Since then my life’s at ftake, you-need not doubt 
But I will act with allthe Force I can: | ater 
Let me intreat you leave me here alone (Vitel; Prz- 
Some minutes,and Ill call youto the conqueft. .. [Hx. Tib. Aq. 
aria fe 
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46 Lucius Funius Brutus 3 


Tit. Choofe then the gloomy’ft place through all che Grove, 
Throw thy abandon’d:body on the ground, 1 SS 
With thy bare breft lye wedded to the Dew ; 
Then, as thoudrink’{t the tears that trickle trom thee : 
So ftrtech’d refolve-to-lye till death fhall feize thee : 
Thy forrowful head hung or’e fome tumbling Stream, 
To rock thy griefs with melancholy founds, 
With broken murmers and redoubled groans, 
To help the gurgling of the waters fall, 
Ter. Oh, Litas, Oh, what Scene of Death is this / afide. 
Tit, Orif thy Paffion will not be kept in, 
Asinthat glafs of nature thou fhalt view 
Thy fwoln drown’d eyes with the inverted banks, 


- The tops of Willows and their bloffoms turn’d, 


With all the under Sky ten fathom down, 
With that the fhaddow of the f{wimming Globe 
Were fo indeed, that thou migh’ft leap at Fate, 
And hurl thy Fortune headlong at the Stars : 
Nay, donot beardt , turn thy watry face 
To yond’ mifguided Orb, and ask the Gods 
For what bold Sin they doom the wretched Zitus 
To fuch alofsas that of Teraminta? 
O Teraminta! I will groan thy name 
Till the tir’d Eccho faint with repetition, 
Till all the breathlefs Grove and quiet Myrtles — 
Shake with my fighs, asif a Tempeft bow’d’em. 
Nothing but Teraminta: O Teraminta! 
Ter. Nothing but Tétus : Titus and Teraminta! 
Thus let me rob the Fountains and the Groves, 
Thus gird me to thee with the fafteft knot 
Of arms and Spirits that would clafp thee through ; 
Cold as thou art, and wet with night's faln dews, 
Yet dearer fo, thus richly drefs’d with forrows, 
Thanif the Gods had hung thee round with Kingdoms. 
Oh, Titus, O! 
Tit. I find thee Teraminta, 
Wak'd from a fearful Dream, and hold thee faft ; 
Tis real, and I give thee back thy joys, 
Thy boundlefs Love with pleafures running o’re ; 
Nay, asthouart, thus with thy trappings, come, aM 
Leap 
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Father of bis Country. 
Leap to my heart, and ride upon the pants, 
Triumphing thus, and now defie our Stars. 
But, oh, why do we lofethis precious moment ! 
The blifs may yet be bar'd if we delay, 
As’twas before. Come to thy Husband's bed ; 
T will not think this true till there I hold thee, 
Lock’d in my Arms. Leave this Contagious Air ; 
There will be time for talk how thou cam’{t hither 
When we have been before hand with the Gods : 
Pupinen ——— 

Ter. Oh, Titus, youmutft hear me firit. 
I bring a Meflage from the Furious Queen ; 
I promifed nay, fhe Swore me not to touch you, 
Till! had Charm’d you to the part of Zarquin. 

Tit. Ha, Teraminta! not to touchthy Husband, 
Unlefs he prove a Villain ? 

Ter. Titus, no; : 
I'm Sworn to tell you that you are a Traytor, 
If you refufe to Fight the Royal Caute. 

Tit. Hold, Zeraminta. 

Ter. No,my Lord; ‘tis plain, 
And Iam fworn to lay my Reafons home. 
Rouze then, awake, recal your fleeping Virtue ; 
Side with the King, and Arm againft your Father, 
Take part with thofe that Loyally have Sworn 
To let him inby Night: ViteZius, 
Aguilius, and your Brother wait without ; 
Therefore I charge you haft, fubfcribe your name, 
And fend your vow'd obedience to the King : 
Tis Teramiuta that intreats you thus, 


Charms, and Conjures you ; tell the Royal Heralds 


You'l head their Enterprife: and then, my Lord, 
My Love, my noble Husband, I'll obey you, 
And follow to your bed. : 
Tit. Never IJ fwear. 
O, Zeraminta, thou haft broke my heart : 
By allthe Gods, from thee this was too much. 
Farewel, and take this with thee. For thy fake, 
T will not Fight againft the King, por for him: 
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yal res Brutus: 


Vl fly my Father, Brother, Friends for ever, 
Forlake the haunts of Men; convel ‘fe no more mi 
With ought that's Humana ; dwell with oie: darknefs - 
For, Since the fight of thee is now unwelcome, 
What has the W pus befides that I can bear? 

Ter. e: me back, my Lord. By thole immortal Pow’rs 
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Ves, Zitus, tho he Queen has Swe rn to end me, 


: 
Tho both the Féczalzaus have Comimiffion | te 
To flab mein your prefence, # not wrought 

To ferve the Ki ng; yet b oy the Gods} charge you 

Keep tothe pointy -our conftancy has gain’d. ae 
Tarquin, altho my Father, isa@yrant, | 

A bloody black Ufurper; fol beg you te 


his Nea upon ah Barth, 
Ti TUS grate ny Rite for soe Feraminia, 


rike him, donot dip} your Sword 
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Could not once move my Soul'to think of Heeeibs 

Thy tears arid menac’d death, by which thou firiv ft 

To fix me to the Principles of Gl ry, | 
: 

Have wrought me off. Yes, yes, youicruel Goas, 

1 et the eternal Boltsthat bind this Frame Batty 

Start from their Order ¢fince you ih fh me thus 

Ev’n to the Margin of this w ide-d efpair; 

Rehold I plungeat’once in in this difhonor, 


Where there is neither Shore, nor hope ef Haven, 
No Floating mark through all the difmal Vait; 
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Fatber of bis Country. 43 


"Tis Rocklefs too, no Cliff to clamber up 
To gaze about and paufe upon the ruin. 
Ter. Isthen your purpos d Honor come te this? 
What now, my Lord? | 
Tit, Thy death, thy death, my Love: 
Til think on that, and laugh at all the Gods. 
Glory, Blood, Nature, tyes of Reverence, 
The dues of Birth, refpect of Parents, all, 
All are as this, the Air I drive before me. 
Vhat ho! -Vitelius, and Aquilius , come; 
And-vou the Fectalzan Heralds, haft. 
I'm ready for the leap, I'll take tt with you 
Tho deep as to the Fiends. : | 
Ter. Thus hear me, 77tus. 
Tiz.. Offfrom my knees, away. Ae abe 
What on this Theam, thy death: nay, {tab'd beforeme:.. -- 
3 [Enter Priefts, with Tiberius, Aquilius, Vitellius. 
Speak not ; I willot know thee onythis Subjects 
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That now are loft upon me. O5 Z 2berius ; 
Aquilius, and Vitellius, Welcome, welcome’ 


il 


Vil joyn you in the Conjuration, come: 
Tam as free as he that dares be formott. 


Ter. My Lord, my Husband. — 

Tit. Take this woman.trom me. 
Navy look you, Sirs, lam not yet fo gon, . 
So headiong neither in this damn ‘4 Defign 
To quench this Horrid ehiett with Bratus blood : 
No, by th’ eternal Gods, L bar you that ; 
My Father fhall not bleed. 

—  “7ib. You could not think. —” 

Your Brother fure fo Monftrous an his kind. 
Asnot to make our Father's fife his care. — 

Tit. Thus then, my Lords; 1 Liftmy felt among you, 
And with my Style in fhort Subferibe my felf 
The Servant to the King ; my Words are thele. 


Titus to the King, gilt 0 2 loliqs. 
+ 5 ple } 
Sir, you need only know my Brother’s mind: « ; 
To judge of me, who am refolv'd to'ferve FOU 29 i 
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44 Lucius Funius Brutus ; 

1 Pri. ‘Tis full enough. 

Zit. Then leave me to the hire aio Tib. Aqui, 
Ofthis hard labor, to the dear bought prize, CVitell. and Priefts. 
Whofe life I purchas'd with my lofs of Honor : 
~ Come to my brefts, thou Tempeft-beaten Flower, 

Brim-full of Rain, and ftick upon my heart. 

O fhort liv’d Rofe! yet I fome hours will wear thee: 
Yes, by the Gods, FIl {mell thee till I languith, 
Rifle thy fweets, and run the oreand o’re, 

Fall like the Night upon thy folding beauties, 

And clasp theedead: Then, like the Morning Sun, 
With a new heat kifs thee to life again, 

And make the pleafure equal to the pain. 





ACTOTV.: SCE. E 
— Tiberius, Vitellius.. 


Tib. ' (Ark, are we not purft’d 2 
Vit. No; ‘tis the tread 


Of our own Friends, that follow in the dark.. 
Tib. What's now the time 2: 
Vit. Juitdead of night. | cog ybecgt 
And ’tis the blackett that ere mask’d a-Murder. Rite air 
Tib. It likes me better: for Flovethe Scoul, 
The grimmett lowre of Fate on fuch a deed ; ; 
F would have allthe Charnel Houfes yawn, 4 
The dufly Urns, and Monumental Bones. 
Remov d, to make our Maflacre a: Tomb. . 
Hark / who- was that that hoiloa’d fire 2 ¥ AA ARE 
Vit. A Slave, 
That fnores ith’ Hall, he bellowsia his-Sleep,. 
And cries, The Capitol’s o' fire. 
7ib. 1 would it weresc’ | 
And Zarguin at the Gates: ‘twould bea blaze, . 
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Father of bis Country. | 


A Beacon fit to light a King of Blood, 
That vows at once the Slaughter of the World: 
Down with their Temples, fet ‘em on a Flame 2 
What fhould they do with Houles for the Gods, 
Fat Fools, the lazy Magiftrates of Rome, 
Wife Citizens, the Politick heads oth’ People, 
That Preach Rebellion to the Multitude? 
Why, let ‘em off, and row] into their Graves :. 
I long to beat work. Sce, good Aquilius, 
Trebonius too, Servilius and Minutius, 
Pomponius hail: nay, now you may unmask, 
Brow-beat the Fates, and fay they are your Slaves.. 

Agu, What are thofe Bodyes for ? | 

7ib. A Sacrifice. 
Thefe were two very bufie Commonwealth’s-men, 
That, ere the King was banifh’d by the Senate, 
Firft fet the Plot:on foot in publick Meetings, . 
That would be holding forth "Iwas poffible 
That Kings themfelves might err, and were but men, 
The People were not Beafts for Sacrifice; 
Then joge’d his Brother, this cram’d Statesman here, 
The bolder Rogue, whom ev'n with open mouth. 
[heard once bealch Sedition from a Stall : 
Go, bear him to the Priefts; he is a. Vidtim | 
That comes as with’d for them, the Cooks of Heav n, 
And they will Carve this Brawn of fat Rebellion, 
Asifhe were a Difh the Gods might feed on. 

Vin. (From a Window.) Oh, the Gods! Oh the Gods! what 
will they do with him ? O thefe Priefts, Rogues, Cutthroats! A 
dithfor the Gods, but the Devil’s Cooks to drefs him. 

Tib. Thusthen: The Fecéalians have fet down . 

A-platform, copy’d from the King’s defign : . 
The Pandane or the Romulide, the Roman, 
Carmental and Janiculan Ports of Rome, . 

The Circ, the Capital,and Sublic.an Bridge. 
Mutt all be feiz’d by us that are within ; 

‘Twill not be hard in the Surprife of night | 

By us, the Confuls Children and their Nephews, . 


To kill.the drowfie Guards, and keep the Holcs, ae 














































Lucius Funins Brutus ; 


At leaft fo long till Zarguix force his entrance 
W itha a the Rovalifts chat come to joyn us: 
hee ore to ma ike eh is broader Sy adrons Way, ; 
Tarquinian is defign d to be the Entry 

OF Fhis moft pompous: and Refolv'd Revenge. 


Aqu. The fir kt decreed in this great Execution 
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is here fet down your Fat ge and Vi lerius. 
7 ib. That. : as ee g {hai ipl safe: but for Valeri 
Vil take my felfth Hee 10r Tot his H ead 
And wear it on a Sucae The Senate all 5 
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mutt be given, and who fo fit 

ious limbs, your Commonwealth sim en? 

. phi to be Raviflrd : and sheirSons | 

Juarter’d like Brutes upon the C omiion see ib 
Vit. Now for the Letters, which the Feczala 

Require us all to Sign, and fénd to Zar quin, 

Who will not elfe 

Withotr it Credentials 

The bie 1e{s bene 
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On which the hazard of his L sed gia Empire, 
As well as all our sates foes ae} vest 


7Tiéb. It were a break to the Whole! Rate erprile 


‘To make a Scruple in ur breat affair; 
{ willfign firft : and formy Brother Titus; 
Whom hi s new Wile detains, I have his | hand 
ee Séal to fhow, as faftand firm as any. 
in. O-Vi Hany | Villany 1 What would they do with me, if 
shes ‘the ould catch me peeping? knock: out my. brains at leait ; 
another Dith for the Priefts, who would make. firie fauce ol ‘em/ 
for the hanch of a fat Citizen oie 
7ib. All hands have here Subicrib’d, and that your hearts 
Prove Refolute to what your hands have givn, 
Behold the Meffengers of Hea v'n' to bind you, 
Charms of Religion, facred Gdnjurations, Lad gon Liew 
VVith Sounds of Exectation, words of horror | 
Not to difclofe or make leaft figns or how, 
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if were i his st ag 


Of what you have both hea rd, and fen, and fworn, 
But bear apy ives a 5 fit ner had been : 

Swear by th igs Cele eftial and Internal, 

By Pluto, Vi other E warth, and | by the Furies, 

Not to reveal, t! tho Racks were tet befoge you, 

A fyllable of what is pal it and done. 

Hark, how the C fee d Brutes Peat into roar | 

O that the hearts of ail t he Traitor Senate, 

And heads of that foul Hydra Mul Irimude, 

. Were frying with their fat upon this Pile, 

That we ni ae make an Off ring worth an Empire, 
And Sacrifice Rebellion to the King. 


The Scene dr as, fhowing the Sacrifice ; One Burning, and a- 
nother oi actif fy’ d: the Priefts coming forward with Get- 
lets in their hands, bE d with kauman blood. 


1. Pris Kneelall you Heroes ofth’s black Defign, 
Each take his Goblet fill’d with Blocd & Wine ; 
Swear by the Thunderer, {wear by Jove, 

Swear by the hundred Gods above ; 
Swear by Dzs, by Proferpine, 
Swear by the Ber ecyathian Queen. 
2 Prz. To keep it clofe till Zargquzn comes, 
With Trumpets found and beat o1 “Drums: ; 
But then: to Thunder forth the Deed, 
That Reme may bluth, and Tey tors bleed. 
Swear all. 
All. We Swear. 
E Pri. Now drink the Blood, 
To make the Conjuration good. 

Tih. Methinks I feel the § aves exalted blood: 
Ww arm at my heart:: O that i were the Spirits- 

fF Rome's beft life ore draw nfrom her grizled Fathers! 
Tha were a dra aught inde ed to que! ach Ambition, 


re 
And BV e new 





cel ie to the King’s Revenge. 


Vin, Ohthe Gods! what,bu rao alive!. O Canibals “Hell 
ea Fat one ma ns and drink another! Well, Pl to Vale 
us; Brutus will aot believe me, becaufe his Sons and Nephews aie! 
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48 Lucius Junius Brutus ; 

the bufinefs. What, drink aman’s blood! Roaft him, and eat 
himalive! A whole man roatted! would not an Ox ferve the 
turn? Priefts to do this! Oh youimmertal Gods! For my part, 
if thisbe your worfhip, [renounce you. No; ifa man cant go 
to Heaven, unlefs your Paiefts eat him, and drink him, and roaft 


himalive ; I'll be for the broad way, and the Devil fhall have me 
-at a venture. [ Exet. 


Enter ‘Titus. 


Tit. What hoa, Ziderius ! give me back my hand. 
What-have you done? Horrors and midnight Murders 
The Gods, the Godsawake you to repentance, 

As they have me. Would’t thou believe me Brother ? 


‘Since I deliver’d thee that fatal Scrole, 


That Writing to the hing, my heart rebell'd 
Againft it felf; my thoughts were up in arms 
Albin aroar, like Seamen in a Storm, 

My Reafon and my Faculties were wrackd 
The Matt, the Rudder, and the Tackling gone ; 
My Body, like the Hull of fome loft Vetiel, 


Beaten and tumbled with my Rowling fears, 


Therefore I charge thee give me back my Writing. 
Tib. What means my Brother 2 
Tit. O Tiberius, O'! 
Dark as it feems, I tell thee that the Gods 
Look througha Day of Lightning on out City : 
The Heav'n’s on Fire ; and from the flaming Vault 
Portentous blood pours like a Torrent down. 
There area hundred Gods in Rome to night, 
And ever larger Spirit is abroad, 
Monuments empty’d, every Urn is fhaken 
To fright the State, and put the World in Arms: 
Juft now I faw three Romans ftand amaz‘d 
Before a Flaming Sword, then dropt down dead, 
My felfuntouch’d : while through the blazing Air 
A Fleeting head, likea full riding Moon, 
Glaned by, and cry’, Zétas, lam Egerta; 


Repent, 















































i can ae a i 
Father of bie Country... 49° 
Repent, repent, or certain death attends thee; 
Treafon and Tyranny fhall not prevail: 
Kingdom fhall be no more; £geria fayes it: 
And that vaft turn Imperial Fate defign’d 
{ faw, O Zitus, on th’ eternal Loom, 
"Tis Ripe, ‘tis Perfect, and is doom‘d to ftand. 
1 Pri. Fumes, fumes; the Fantoms of an ill digeftion ¢- 
The Gods are as good quiet Gods as may be, 
They’re faft afleep, and mean not to difturb us, 
Wnilefs your Frenzy wake em. . 
Tit. Peace fury, peace. 
May the Gods Doom me to the pains of Hell 
If T enjoy’d the beauties that I favd : 
The horror of my Treafon fhock’d my joys, 
Enervated my purpofe, while I lay 
Colder than Marble by her Virgin fide, 
AsifI had drunk the blood of Elephauts, 
Drowfie Mandragora, or the Juice of Hemlock. i 
1 Pri. 1 like him not; 1 think we had beft difpatch him. 
Zit. Nothing but Images of horror round me, 
Rome all in blood, the Ravifhd Veftals raving, 
The Sacred fire put out ; rob'd Mothers fhrieks ; 
Deaf’ning the Gods with clamours for their Babes 
That {prawl'd aloft upon the Soldiers Speares 
The beard of Age pluck’d off by barbarous hands, 
While from his piteous wounds and horrid gafhes 
The labouring life flow’d fatter than the blood- 


Enter Valerius, Vinditius, with Guards, who fezze all but the 
Priefts, who flip away: Vinditius follows them. 


Val. Horror upon me ! what will this night bring forth 2 
Yes, you immortal Gods, ftrike, ftrike the Conful, | 
Since thefe are here, the crime will look lefs horrid 
In me, than in his Sons. Zztus, Ziberius ! 

O fromthis time let me be blind and dumb, 

But haft there ; Mutius, Fly ; call hither Brazus, 

Bid him for ever leave the down of reft, 

And fleep no more: If Rome were all on Fire, 






And Zarguin in the Srreets beftriding Slaughter, 
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50> Lucius Funins Brus ; 































He would lefs wonder than at 7érzs here. 
Tit. Stop there, O ftop that meflenger of Fate ; 

Here, bind, Valerius, bind this Villans hands, 

Tear off my Robes put me upon the Forks, 

And lafh me like a Slave, till I fhall howl 

My Soul away ; or hang me ona Crofs, 

Rack mea year within fome horrid Dungeon, 

So deep, fo near the Hells that I muft fuffer, 

That ] may groan my Torments to the Damin‘d - 

I do fubmit, this Traitor, this curs’d Villain, 

To allthe Stings of mott ingenious horror, 

So thou difpatch me ere my Father comes. 

But hark! I hearthetread of Fatal Brutus! 

By all the Gods, and by the loweft Furies, 

I cannot bear his face: away with me; 

Or like a Whirlwind{ will tear my way | 

I care not whither. [ Exit with Tiberius. 
Val. Take ‘em hence together. , 


Enter Vinditius with the Priefts. 


Vin. Here, here, my Lord, I have unkennel’d two: 
Thofe there are Rafcals made of Flefh and blood, 


“Thofe are but men, but thefe are the Gods Rogues. 


Val. Go, good Vinditins, haft and ftop the People, 

ben em together to the Capitol : 
Where all the Senate with the Confulsearly, 
Will fee ftric&t Jufticedone upon the Traytors. 
For thee, the Senate fhall decree rewards 
Great as thy Service. 

Vind: Y humbly thank your Lordfhip. 
Why, what, they | makeme a Senator at-leaft, 
And then a Conful ; Oth’ Immortal Gods! 

My Lord, I go —— Tohave the Rodsand Axes carry d bite 
me, and a long purple Gown trailing behind my honorable heels: 
well, am madefor-ever! 0) PBxit. 


Enter 
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Father of bis Country. 


Enter Brutus attended. 
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Bra. O, my Valerius, are thefe horrors true ? 
Hat thou, O Gods, this night embowel d me 2 
Ranfack’d thy Brutus Veins, thy Fellow Conful, 
And found two Villains lurking in my blood 2 
Val. The blackeft Treafon thate re darknefs broeded, 
And who, to hatch thefe horrors for the World, ° 
Who to feducethe Noble Youth of Rome, 
To draw em to fo damn’d a Conjuration, 
To bind’em too by new invented Oaths, 
Religious Forms, and Devilith Sacrifices, 
A Sacrament of blood, for which Rome fuffer’d 
In two the worthieft of her Martyr d Sons ; 
Whoto do this, but Meffengers from Heav n? 
Thefe Holy men that Swore fo folemnly 
Before the Senate, call’d the Gods to curfe‘em, 
If they intended ought againft, the State, 
Or harbor’d Treafon more than what they utter d ? 
Bru. Now all theFiends and Furies thank ’em for it. 
You Sons of Murder, that get drunk with blood, 
Then Stab at Princes, poyfon Commonwealths, 
Deitroy whole Hecatombs of Innocent Souls, 
Pile’em like Bulls and Sheep upon your Altars; 
As you would fmoke the Gods from out their Dwelling - 
You fhame of Earth, and Scandal of the Heav’ns, 
You deeper Fiends than any of the Furies, | 
That fcorn to whifper Envy, Hate, Sedition: 
But witha blaft of Priviledge Proclaim it 3 
Priefts thatare Inftruments defign d to Damnus; 
Fit fpeaking Trumpets for the mouth of Hell. 
Hence with ‘em, Guards ; fecure ‘em in the Prifon 
OF Ancus Martius. Read the Packets o re, 
Yl bear it as ’m able, read em out. 
Val The fum of the Confpiracy to the King: 
Tt fhall begin with both the Confuls deaths ; 
And then the Senate; every man mutt bleed, 
But thofe that have ingaged to FG the King: 
2 
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52 Lucius: Funins Brutus; 
Be ready therefore, Sir, to fend your Troops 
By twelve to morrow night,:and come your felf 
In perfon, if youll reafcend the Throne : 
All that have {worn to ferve your Majefty 
Subfcribe themfelves by name your faithful Subjects. 
Tiberius, Aquilus, Vitellius, | 
Trebonius, Servilius, Minutius, « 
Pomponius, and your Fecialian Priefts. 
Bru. Ha! my Valerius, is not Titus there > 
Val. Hes here, my Lord ;‘a’ paper by it felf 
Titus to the King. .. | 
A Sir, you need only know my Brother’s mind 
Ale Lojudge of me, who.am refolv’d to rve you. 
What do you think, my Lord ? 
Bre, Think my Valerius ? | 
By my heart, I know-not: we | 
I'm at a lofs of thought; and muft acknowledge®: \ 
The Councils of the Gods are fathomlefs ; | 
Nay,. tis the hardeft task perhaps of life 
To.be aflur'd of what is Vice or Virtue : : 
Whether when we raifé up Temples'to the Gods ° 
We do not then’ Blafpheme’em, O,-behold me, 
Behold the Game that laughing Fortune playes'; 
Fate, or the will of Heav'n, call’t what you pleafe, 
That marrs the beft defigns that Prudence layes, 
That brings events about perhaps to’ mock 
At human reach, and fport with expectation. 
Confider this, and wonder hot ‘at Brutus 
If his. Philofophy feems ‘at a ftand;’ « - 
{fthou behold’ him fhed unmanly“Tears 
To-ee his Blood; his Children, his own’ Bowels 
Contpire the death of hitn that gave’em being. Ealing 
Val. What heart, but yours,’ could bear it-without’breaking > 
Bru. No, my Vadertis, T were a beaft indeed vi 
Not to be mov'd with fuch Prodigious fuftering ; 
Yet after all TF juftifié the Gods, | 
And willconclude Thet’s Reafon fupernatural 
That guides us through the World withvatt diferetions: »1: 
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Aleho we have not Souls to comprehend it :. bh 
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Which makes by wondrous methods the fame Caufes 
Produce effects tho ofa different nature, 

Since then, for Man’s Inftruétion, and the Glory 
Of the Immortal Gods, it is Decreed : 
There muft be patterns drawn of fierceft Virtue ; 
Brutus fabmits to the eternal Doom. 7 

Val, May I believe there can be fuch perfection,” 
Such a Refolve in Man? 
Bru. Firft,as l am their Father, 
‘I pardon both of ’em this black Defiga ; 
But, asI am Rome’s Conful, I abhor ‘em, 
And caft’em from my Soul with deteftation ! 
The nearer to my blood, the deeper grain’d 
The colour of their fault, and they fhall bleed. 
Yes, my Valerius, both my Sons fhall dye: 




































Eater Teramuinta. 


Nay, I will ftand unbowel'd'by the Attar, 
See fomething dearer to me than my entrails 
Display’d before the Gods and Roman People ; 
The Sacrifice of Juftice ‘and Revenge. a 
Ter. What Sacrifice, what Victzms, Sir, are thefe \ | 
Which you intend ? O, you eternal Powers, 
How fhall I: vent my Sorrows! Oh, my Lord, - 
Yer ere you Seal the death you have defign’d, 
The death ofall that’s lovely in the World, 
Hear what the witnefs of his Soul can fay, 
The only Evidence that can, ordare 
Appear for your unhappy guiltlefs Son ; 
The Gods command you, Virtue, Truth, and Juftice, 
Which you with fo much rigor have Ador'd, 
Beg you would hear the wretched Zeraminta. 
Bru. Ceafe thy laments : tho of the blood of Zarqares. 
Yet more, the Wife of my forgotten Son, 
Thou fhalt be heard. ? 
Ter. Have you forgot him then? 
Have you forgot your felf> the Image of you; 
The very Picture of your excellence, 


The Portraiture of all your manly Virtues, Your: 
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Your vifage ftampt upon him; juitthofe eyes, 
The moving Greatnels of em, ail the mercy, 
The fhedding goodnefs ; not {fo quite fevere, 
Yet till moft like: and can youthen torget him 2 — 
Bru. Will you proceed ? 
Ter. My Lord, { will. know then, 
After your Son, your Son that loves you more 
Than { love him, after our common 77tus, 
The wealth o’th’ World unlefs you rob‘em of it, 
Had long endur’d th’ Affaults of the Rebellious, 
And ftill kept fix'd to what you had enjoynd him; 
‘J, as Fate sited it, wasdent from Zadlia, 
With my death menac‘d, ev’n before his eyes, 
Doom’d to be ftab’d before him by the Priefts, 
Unlefs he yielded not:t oppofe the King, 
Confider, Sir ; Oh make it your own Cafe ; 
Tult Wedded, juft on the expected joys, 
Warm for my bed, and rufhing to my arms, 


-€o loving too, alas, as we did love: 


Granted in haft, in heat, in flame of paffion 

He knew not what himfelf, and fo Subferibd. 

But now, Sir, now, my Lord, behold a wonder, 

Behold a Miracle to move your Soul! 

Tho in my arms, juft:n the grafps of pleafure, 

His noble heart {trook with the thoughts of Bratus, 

Of what he promis’d you, till then forgot, 

Leapt in his breft and dafh‘d him from enjoyment ; 

He fhriek’d, y’ immortal Gods, what have! done! 

No, Zeraminta, let us rather perith, 

Divide forever with whole Seas betwixt us, 

Rather than’ Sin againft fo good a Father. 

Tho. he before had barr’d your life and Fortune, 

Yet would not truft the Traytors with the fafety 

Of him he call’d the Image of the Gods. 
Val. O Saint-like Virtue ofa Reman Wite! 

O Eloquence Divine! now all the arts 

Of Womens tongues, the Rhetoric of the Gods 

Infpire thy foft and tender Soul to move him. ‘al 
Zer. Onthis he rouz’d: Swore by the Powers Divine, 3 
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Father of bis Country. 


~ He would fetch back the Paper that he gave, 

- Or leave his life amongft ‘em: kept his word, 
-Andcame to challenge it, but, oh! too late; 
For, in the mid’ft of all his Piety, 

His {trong perfwafions to a fwilt repentance, 
His vows to lay their horrid Treafons open,. 
His execration of the barbarous Priefts, 
How he abhor'd that bloody Sacrament 

As muchas you, and curs‘d the conjuration 
Vinditius came that had before alarmd 

The wife “alerius, who withall the Guards 
Found 7Zitus here, believ'd him like the reft, 
And feiz’d him too, as guilty of the Treafon. 


' Pal. But, by the Gods, my Soul does now acquit him. 


Bleft be thy tongue, bleft the aufpicious Gods 

That fent thee, O true pattern of perfection ! 

To plead his bleeding Caufe. There needs nomore,.- 

I fee his Father’s mov'd: Behold a joy, | 

A watry comfort rifing in his eyes, 

That fayes, Tis more tham half a Heav'n to hear thee. 
Bru. Hatt, O Valerius, haft and fend for Zitus. 
Ter. For Titus! Oh, that isa word too diftant ; 

Say, for your Son, for your beloved:Son, 

The Darling of the World; the joy of Heav'n, 

The hope of Earth, your eyes not dearer to you,. 

Your Soul’s bet with, and comfort of your age. 


Enter Titus, with Valerius. 


Tit. Ab, Sir! Ob whither thall I runto hide me?° 
Where fhalt I lower fall? how -fhall Llye 
More groveling in your View, and howl for mercy? 
Yet ‘tis fome comfort to my wild defpair, 
Some joy in death that I may kifs your feet, 
And {wear upon’em by thele ftreaming tears, . 
Black as Tam witli all my guilt uponme, . 
I never harbor’d ought againft your perfon: 
Ev'n in the height of my tull fraught diftraction, 
Your life my Lord, was Sacred; ever dear, 






x ieee ee es gj otee or 
oe 2 Year 


Ft: 





















































th mLEt? 
> ais 
- ne ee 


_ \* oe tre wd t 
. J 4 Deine oy Bee os 


56 Lucius Funius Brutus ; 
And ever pretious, to unhappy Zérus. 
Bru. Rife, Titus: rifemy Son. 
Tit. Alas, I dare not ; | 
I have not ftrength to fee the Majefty 
Which I have brav'd: ifthus far Tafpire, 
Ifon your knees 1 hang and vent my groans, 
It is too much, too much for thoufand lives. 
Bru. Y pity thee, my Son, and I forgive thee: 
And, that thou may ft believe my mercy true, 
I take thee in my arms. 
Tit. Oallthe Gods/ 
Bru. Now rife; I charge thee, on my blefiing, rife. 
Ter. Ah! See, Sir, fee, again{t his will behold 
He does obey, tho he would choofe to kneel 


An Age before you ; fee how he ftands and trembles! 
‘Now, by my hopesof mercy, he's fo loft 


His heart’s fo full, brimful ofatendernefs, é- 
The Sence of what you’ve done has ftrook hina Speechlets- 
Wor can he thank you now but with his tears. 

Bru. My dear Valerius, let me now intreat thee 
Withdraw a while with gentle Zeramintay, ° 
And leav2.us to our felves. 

Zer. Ah, Sir, I fear you now ; 7 
Nor can I leave you with the humble 7zras, 
Unlefs you promife me you will net chide, 
Nor fall again to anger : Do not, Sir, 
Do not upbraid his foft and melting temper 
With what is paft. Behold he fighs again ! 
Now by the Gods that hitherto have bleft us, 
My heart forebodes a ftorm, I know not why : 
But fay, my Lord; give me your God-like word 
You'l not be cruel; and Pll not truft my heart, 
How e’re it leaps, and fills me with new horrors 

Bru, I promife thee. > 

Zer. Why, thenJ thank you, Sir; 
Ev’n from my Soul I thank you, for this goodnefs: 
The great, good, gracious.Gods reward and blefs you. 
Ah Titus, ah my Soul's eternal treafure, 
I fear [leave thee with a hard Ufurer; . 
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Bra. Well Zitus, fpeak ; how is it with thee now ? 
I would attend awhile this mighty motion, 
Wait till the Tempeft' were quite o’verblown, 
That I might take thee in the Calm of Nature, 
With all thy gentler Virtues brooding on thee, 
So hufh’da ftilnefs, as if all the Gods 
Look'd down, and liftn’d to what we were faying : 
Speak then, and tell me, O my beft belov’d, 
My Son, my 7Z7tus, is all well again 2 

Tit. Sowell, that faying how muft.make it nothing; 
So well, that I could wifh todye this moment, 
For fo my heart with pow erful throbs perfwades.me : 
That were indeed to make you reparation,. _ 
That were, my Lord, to thank you home, to dye 
And that for 7ztws too would be moft happy. 


Bru. How’s that, my Son? would death for thee be happy 


Tit. Moft certain, Sir ;. For in my Grave I {cape 
Allthofe affronts which I in life muft look for, 
All thofe reproaches which the eyes and fingers 
And tongues of Rome will daily caft upon me ; 
From whom, toa Soul fo fenfible as mine, 
_Each fingle Scorn would be far worfe thandying : 
Befides, I {cape the flings of my own Contcience, 
Which will for ever Rack me with remembrance, 
Haunt me by day, and torture me by night, 
Cafting my blotted honor in the way 
Where e're my melancholy thoughts fhall guide me. 
Bru. But is not death a very dreadful thing ? 
Tit. Not to a mind refolv’d.. No, Sir, tome 
It feems as natural as to be born: 
Groans, and Convulfions, and difcolour’d faces, 
_ Friends weeping round us, blacks, and obfequies, 
Make it a dreadful thing; the Pomp of death, 
Is far more terrible, than Death it felt. 
Yes, Sir; I call the Powers of Heav’n to witnefs, 
Titus dares dye, if fo you have Decreed ; 
Nay, he fhall dye with joy, to honor Brutus, 
To make your Juftice famous through the World 
{ 


57 


But I perforce muft truft thee. Oh Farewell. [Exzt with Val. 
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58 snc ts Funins Brutus s 


And fix the Liberty of Rome for 
Not but Imuft contefs my weak 


ever: 
nefs too; 


Yet it. is great thus to refolve againft it, 


To have the frailty of a mortal 


Mati, 


But the Security of th’ immortal Gods. 
Bru. O Titus, Ohthou abfolute young man ! 
Thou flattring Mirror of thy Father's Image, 
Where I behold my felfat fuch advantage ! 
Thou perfect Glory of the Funiaz Race! 
Let me indear thee once more to my bofom, 


Groan an eternal Farewel to th 


y Soul 5 


Inflead oftears weep blood, if poffible, 
Blood, the heart blood of Bratus, on his Child, 
For thou muft dye, my Zétus, dye, my Son, 
i fwear the Gods have Doom'd thee to the grave, 
The violated Genius of thy Country sags 
Rears his fad head, and pafles Sentence on thee: 


This morning Sun, that lights my Sorrows on 


To the Tribunal of this horrid 
Shall never fee thee more. 
Tit. Alas, my Lord! 


Why are you mov’d thus 2 why am I worth your forrow ? 


vengeance, 


—- 


Why fhould the God-like Brutus fhake to doom me? 
Why all thefe Trappings for a Traytor's Hearfe ? 


The Gods will have it fo. 
Bru. They will, my Z7tas : 


Nor Heav’n, nor Earth,can, have it otherwife. 


Nay, Zitus, mark ; the deeper 


that I fearch, 


My harrafs’d Soul returns the more confirm d: 
Methinks I fee the very hand of Fove 
Moving the dreadful wheels of this affair 
That whirl thee, like a Machine, to thy Fate. 
It feems as if the Gods had preordain'd it 

To fix the reeling Spirits of the People, 
And fettle the loofe Liberty of Rome. i 
Fancy fond thee 
So fix’d thy death, that “tis not in the power. 

Of Gods or Mento fave thee from the Ax. 


Tis fix’d ; O therefore let not, 


Ut. "The Ax! O Heav’n! t 


hen muftT fal 


Ifo bafely? 

















Faber of bis Country. 
What fhall 1 perifh by the common Hangman ? 

Bru, \fthou deny me this, thou givelt me nothing, _ 
Yes, Titus, fince the Gods have fo Decréed, b 
That I mutt lofe thee; I will take th’ advantage 
Of thy important Fate, Cement Rome's flaws, 

And heal her wounded Freedom with thy blood : 

I will afcend my felf the fad Tribunal, 

And fit upon my Sons ; on thee, my Titus 3 

Behold thee fuffer all the fhame: of death, 

The Lictor’s lathes, bleed before-People ; 

Then, with thy hopes andall thy youth upon thee, » 
See thy head taken by,the Common Ax, 

Without a groan, without one pittying tears 

Ifthat the Gods can haldime to my prapbic 

To make my Juftice quite tran{cend. example. 

Tit. Scourg’d like a Bondman ! ha,! a beaten Slave ! 
But I deferve it all; yet here 1 fail: 

The Image of this fuff ring quite unmansme 3 
Nor can I longer ftopthe guimng tears: . 

O Sir! O Bratas! ep bea you Father, . 
Yet have no token of your tendernefs ? 

No fign of mercy ? what, not bate me that! 
Can you refolve, O all th’ extremity | 
OF cruel rigor! 'to behold me too? ect uo | 
To fit nmov’d, and fee me whipt to death ? 
Where are your bowels now ? Isithisa Father? .. 
Ah, Sir, why fhould you make my heart fufpect 
That all your late compaffion was diffemblecd? 
How can! think that you didvever lovee Pror.j 20. 

Bru. ‘Think that Plovetheeby my prefentpalhion,.. 

By thefe unmanly tears, thefe Earthquakes here, 

Thefe fighs that twitch the very {trings of lite: 

Think that no other caufe on Earth could move me 
To tremble thus, to fob, or fhed a tears _ 

Nor fhake my folid Virtue from her point 

But, Zitus death : O do not call it fhameful, 

That thus {hall fix the glory of the World. 

Town thy fuffrings ought ? unman me thus, 
To make me throw my Body on og ground, 






































neni stan bichi alan 


ae OP NSU eee 


60 Lucius Funius Brutus ; 
To bellow like a Beaft, to gnaw the Earth, 
Yo tear my hair, to curle the crue! Fates 
That torce a Father thus to drag his bowels, 
Zit, O rife, thou violated Majefty, 
Rafe from the Earth; or I flrall beg thofe Fates 
Which you would curfe, to bolt me to the Center. 
T now fubmit to all your threatn’d vengeance : 
Come forth you Executioners of Juftice, 
Nay all you Littors, Slaves, and common Hangmen, 
Come, ftrip me bare, unrobeme in his fight, 
And lafh metill Ibleed ; whip me like Furies; 
And when youwhave fcourg’d me till I foam, and fall, 
For want of Spirits groveling in the duft; 
Then take my head, and give it his Revenge : 
By all the GodsI greedily refign ic. 
Bru, No more, Farewel, eternally Farewel : 
If there be Gods, they willreferve aroom, 
A Throne for thee in Heav'n. Onelaft embraces 
What is it makes thy eyes thus fwim again? 
Tit. Vhadforgot: be good to Teraminta 
When Iam afhes. 
Bru. Leave her to my care. 
See her thou muft not ; for thou canft not bear it. 
O for one more, this Pull, this Tug of Heart-ftrings : 
Farewel for ever. : 
Tit. O Brutas t O my Father ! 
Bru, Cant thou not fay Farewel 2 
Zit, Farewel for ever. 
Bra. Foreverthen; But Oh my tears run ore: 
Groans choak my words; andl canfpeakno more.  [Exeunt. 
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Father of bis C ountry, 





ACT. V.= SCEFT. 


Valerius, Eoratinus, lerminius, Mutins. 


Flor, Is Sons condemnd > 
Val. Doom’d to the Rods and Axes, 
Hor, What both of ‘em? 
Val. Both, Sir, both, both his Sons: 
Hior. What, Zztus too? 
Val. Yes, Sir, hisDarling-77tus. 
Nay, tho he knows him innocent as! am, 
’Tis all one, Sir, his Sentence f{tands like Fate. . 
Ffor. Yet Vil intreat him, . 
Mut. So will I. 
Fler. And I. 


Val. Intreat him! -yes, you may, my Lords, and move him; 


As Ehave done: why, he’sno morea man ; 

He is not caftin the {ame Common mould, 

His Spirit moves not with our Springsand wards.. 

He loeks and talks, as if that Fove had fent- him 

To be the Judge of all the under World ; 

Tells me, this Palace of the Univerfe, 

With that vaft Moat, the Ocean, running round us,. 

Th’ eternal Stars fo fiercely rowling o’re us, 

With all that Circulation of Heav’ns Orbs, 

Were fo eftablifh’d from before all Ages - 

To be the Dowry of Majeftick Aome - 

Then looks, asif he had a Patent for it 

To take account of all this great expence, 

And fee the layings out of the round World. | 
Her: What fhall be done then 2 for it grieves my Soul 

To think of Zzzus lofs.: | 
Val. There is no help ; - 

But thus to fhake your head, and crofs your arms; 

And wonder what the Gods and he intend. _ 
Her. There’s {carce one man of this Confpiracy 
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62 Lucius funius Brutus ; 


But isfome way Related if not nearly, 


To Funius Brutus: fome of the Aguzliaus 


Are Nephews to him; and Vitel/zus Sifter, 
The grave Sempronia, 1s the Conful’s Wife. 

Val, Therefore I have ingag d that groaning Matron 
To plead the Caufeof her unhappy Sons. 


Enter Titus, with Lictors. 


But fee, O Gods, behold the Gallant 77/as, 
The Mirror of all Sons, the white of Virtue ; 
Fill’d up with blots, and writ all o're withblood, 
Bowing with fhame his body ta the ground ; 
Whipt out of breath by thefe Inhuman Slaves / 
O, Titus | is this poflible?_ this fhame? 
Tit, O, my Valerius, call it not my shame ; 
By all the Gods, it is to Z¢tas honor, 
My conftant fufl'rings are my only glory: 
What have} left befides > but ask Vaderzas, 
Ask thefe good men that have perform’d their duty, 
Ifall the while they whipt me like a Slave, | 
if when the blood fromevery part ran down 
I gave one groan, or fhed a Womans-tear: 
Vthink, I fwear, I think, O my Fa/erius, 
That I have born it well, and ke a Roman, 
But,-O, far betrer thall Tbear my death, 
Which, as it brings le(s pain, has lels difhonor, 


Enter Feraminta wounded, 


Ter, Where ishe » where, wheres this God-likeson 
Ofan inhuman barbarous bloody Father? .. 
© bear me to him, 3 

Tit. Wal my Zeraminia! : 

Is't poflible? the very top of Beauty, Ao) 

This pees facs drawn by the Gods at. Coungil,. 

Which they werelongia: making,.as they had reafon, , 

Yor they fhall never hit the like again, andl “ibaa 

Defil’d and mangled thus) What barbarous wretch, Has 
iz as 
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Father of bis Country, 
Hasthus blafphem’d this bright Orginal ? 
Ter. For me it matters not, nor my abufes ; 
But ,Oh, for thee, why have they usd thee thus ? 
Whipt, Zitus, whipt ! and could the Gods look on ? 
The glory of the World thus bafely us’d 2 
Lafhd, whipt, and beaten by thefe upright Dogs ? 
Whofe Souls, with all the Virtue of the Senate 
Will bebut Foyls, to any fault of thine, 
Who haft a beauty ev’n in thy offending. 
And did thy Father Doom thee thus? Oh Titus, 
Forgive thy dying part, if fhe believes 
A wretch 10 barbarous never could produce thee : 
Some God, fome God, my Zitus, watch’d his abfence, 
Slipt to thy mothers bed and gave thee to the World. 
rie O this laft wound, this ftab to all my courage! 
Had’ft thou been well, I could have born more lathes: 
And is it thus my Father does protect thee? 

Ter. Ah Titus! what, thy murd’rer my Protector ' 

No, let me fall again among the People, 
Let me be whooted like a common ftrumpet, 
Tofs’d,; as I was, and drag d about the {treets, 
‘The Baftard of a Zarguin, foil’d in Dirt, 
The cry of all thofe Bloodhounds that did hunt me. 
‘Thus to the Goalof death, this happy end 
_ Ofall my miferies, hereto pant my laft, 
To wath thy gafhes with my Farewel tears. 
To murmur, fob, and lean my aking head 
Upon thy breaft, thus likea Cradle Babe 
To fuck thy wounds and bubble out my Soul, 


Enter Sempronia, Aquilia, Vitellia, Afourners Sc. 


Semp. Come Ladies, haft, and ‘let us tothe Senate; . 


If the Gods give us leave, we ll be to day 
Part of the Council. Oh, my Son, my 77s! 

See here the bloody. Juftice ofa Father, -. 

See how the Vengeance rains from hisown bowels! ~ 
Is he not mad? It he refufe to hear us, 

We'll bind his hands, as one bereft of reafon.:.. 
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64 Lucius Funins Brutus ; 


Hatt then: Oh Zzzas, I would {tay to. moan thee, 
But that I fear his orders are gon out 
For fomething worfe, for death, to take the heads 
Of all the Kindred of thefe wretched Women. 

Ter. Comethen: I think I have fome Spirits left, 
To joyn thee, o moft pious, beft of Mothers, 
To melt this Rocky heart : give me your hand ; 
Thus let us march before this wretched Hoft, 
And offer to that God of blood our vows: 


Tf there be ought that’s human left about him, 


Perhaps my wounds and horrible abufes, 
Helpt with the tears and groans of this fad Troop 
May batter down the beft of his refolves. 

Tit. Hark, Zeraminta. 

Ter, No, my Lord, away. : 

Zit. Oh, my Valerias! was there ever day 
Through all the Legends of recorded time 
So fad as this? But fee, my Father comes! 


Enter Brutus, Tiberius, Lictors. 


7iberius too has undergone the Lafh. 

Give him the patience, Gods, of Martyrd Zztus, 

And he will blefs thofe hands that have chaftis’d him. 
Zib. Enjoy the bloody Conqueft of thy Pride, 

Thou more Tyrannical than any Zarquin, 

Thou fiercer Sire of thefe unhappy Sons, 

Than impious Saturn or the gorg’d Thieftes : 

This Cormorant fees, and owns us for his Children, 

Yet preyes upon his entrails, tears his bowels 

With thirft of blood, and hungar fetchd from Hell, 

Which Famifh’d Zantalus would ftart to thinkon ; 

But end, Barbarian,end the horrid vengeance 

Which thou foimpioufly haft begun, 

Perfect thy Juftice, as thou, Tyrant, call ft it, 

Sit likea Fury on thy black Tribunal, 

Grafp with thy monftrous hands thefe gory heads, 

And let thy Flatt’ring Orators.adore thee, | 

For Triumphs which thall make the fmileat horror. 






[ Exeunt: 


Bru. 
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Father of bis Country. 65 
Bru. Lead to the Senate. 
Zib. Gothen tothe Senate, 
There make thy boait how thou haft doom’d thy Children 
To Forks and Whips ; for which, the Gods reward thee : 
Away : my Spirit {corns more conference with thee. 
The Ax will be as laughter ; but the whips 
That drew thefe ftains, for this Il beg the Gods 
With my laft breath, for every drop that falls 
From thefe vile wounds, to Thunder curfes on thee. Exit. 
Bru. Valerius, hatt ; the Senare does attend us.’ Exit. 
Tit. Valerius, ere you go, let me conjure thee 
By all the Earth holds great or honorable; 
As thou art truly Romaz, ampt aman, 
Grant to thy dying Z7tus one requeft. 
Val. Vil grant thee any thing, but do not talk 
Of dying yet; for much I dare confide 
In that fad company that’s gonebefore : 
I know they’l move him to preferve his, 77ras ; 
For, tho you mark’d him not, as hence he parted 
I could perceive with joy a filent fhower 
Run down his filver beard: therefore have hope. 
Tit. Hope; fay’ft thou! O the Gods! what hope of life 2 
To live, to live! and after this difhonor / 
No my Valerius, do not make me rave; 
But if thou haft a Soul that’s fenfible 
Let me conjure thee, when we reach the Senate, 
To thruft me through the heart. 
Val. Not forthe World. 
Zit. Do't; ‘or] fwear thou hatt no Friendfhip for me. 
Firft, thou wilt fave me from the hated Ax, 
The Hangman’s hand; for by the Gods I tell thee 
Thou may {t as well {top the eternal Sun, 


And drive him back, as turn my Father's purpole : 


Next, and what moft my Soul intreats thee for, 
I thall perhaps in death procure his pity ; 
For to dye thus, beneath his killing frown, 
Is damning me before my execution. —— 
Valer. "Tis granted; by the Geds, I fwear to end thee 
For whenI weigh with my more ferious thought 
K Thy 
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66 Lucius Funins Brutus ; 
Thy Father’s conduct in this dreadful Juftice 
I findit isimpoffible to fave thee. 
Come then, I'll lead thee, O thou glorious Y7dizm, 
Thus to the Altar of untimely death, 
Thus in thy trim, with all thy bloom of youth, 
This Virtues on thee, whofe eternal Spring 
Shall bloffom on thy Monumental Marble 
With never fading glory. 
Tit. Let me claipthee, | 
Boyl out my thanks thus with my Farewel Spirits. 
And now away, the Taper's almoft out, 
Never, Valerius, to be kindled more | 
Or, if it be my friend, it {hall continue, 
Burn through all winds again{t the puff of Fortune, 
To dazle ftill, and Shine like the fix d Stars, | 
With beams of glory that fhall laft for ever. Exeunt. 


¢ 


Scena ultima. 
Senate. 


Bru. Health to the Senate! To the Fathers hail ! 
Fupiter Horfcius and Diefpiter 
Hofpital and Feretrzan, Fove the Stayer, 
With all the hundred Gods and Goddefies, 
Guard and defend the Liberty of Rowe. 
It has been found a famous truth in Story, 
Left by the ancient Sages to their Sons, 
That on the change of Empires or of Kingdoms, 
Some fudden Execution, fierce and great, 
Such as may draw the World to admiration, 
Is neceflary to be put in Act 
Again{t the Enemies of the prefent State. 
Had Heéftor, when the Greeks and Trojaus met 
Upon the Truce, and mingled with each other, 
Brought to the Banquet of thofe Demy-Gods 
The Fatal head of that-illuftrious Whore ; 
Troy might have {tood till now ; but that was wanting: 


Fove having from cternity fet down 
Rome ~ 












Father of bis Couniry. 
Rome to be head of all the under-World, » 
Rais’'d with this thought, and big with Prophefie 
Of what vaft good may grow by fuch examples, 
Brutus (tands torth todo a dreadful Juftice : 
I come, O Confcript Fathers, to a deed 
Wholly Portentous,: New, and Wonderful, 
Such as, perhaps, has never yet been found 
In all Memorials of Former Ages, 
Nor ever willagain. My Sonsare Traytors, 
Their Tongues and Hands are Witnefles conteft 5; 
Therefore I have already patt their Sentence, 
And wait with you to fee their Execution. 

Lior. Conful,the Senate does not ask their deaths ; 
‘They are content with what's already done, 
And ali intreat you to remit the Ax. | 

Bru. \thank you, Fathers, but refufe the offer. 
By the aflaulted Majefly of Rome, 
I fwear there is no way to quit the Grace, 
To right the Common- wealth, and thank the Gods, 
But by the Sacrifycing of my Bowels: 
Take then, you fad revengers of the Publick, 
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67 





Thefe Traytors hence ; ftrike off their heads, and thea 


My Sons. No more: their Doom is paft. Away. 

Thus fhall we ftop the mouth of loud Sedition, 

Thus fhow the difference betwixtthe Sway 

Of partial Tyrants, and ofa Eree-born People, 

Where no man fhall offend becawfe he’s great, , ) 

Where none need doubt his, Wives or Daughter's honor, 

Where all injoy their own without fufpicion, 

Where there’s no innovation of Religion, 

No change of Laws, nor breach of Priviledge, 

No defperate Factions gaping for Rebellion; 

No hopes of Pardon for A fiaflinates, 

No rafh advancements of the Bafe or ftranger, 

For Luxury, for Wit, or glorious Vice ; 

But on the contrary; a Balaned Trade, 

Patriots incourag d, Manufactors cherifhid, 

Vagabonds, Walkers, Drones, and Swarming. Braves, 

The Froth of States, fcum’d from the Common-wealth : 
K 2 : 





Idlenefs 










































68 Lucius Funius Brutus ; 
Idlenefs banifhd all excefs reprefsd, 
And Riots check’d by Sumptuary Laws. 
©, Confcript Fathers, ’tis on thefe Foundations. 
That Rome thall build her Empire to the. Stars, 
Send her Commanders with her Armies.forth, 
To Tame the World, and give the Nations Law, 
Confuls, Proconfuls, whoto the Capitol 
Shall ride upon the Necks of Conquer’d Kings ; 
And when they dye, mount from the gorgeous Pile 
In Flames of Spice, and mingle. with the Gods. 

ffor. Excellent Brutus! valkthe Senate thanks thee, 
And fays, that Thou thy feli art half a God, . 


Enter Sempronia; Teraminta, with the rest of the Mour- 
ners Titus, Valerius, Junius. 


Sem. Gon, gon to death! already Sentenced! Doom’d !. 

To lofe the ight of this dear World tor ever? 
What, my 77éeriustoo! Ah, Barbarous! Brutus.‘ 
Send, haft, revoke the Order of their Fate. 

By all the pledges ofour:Martiage bed, 

It thou, FAhumate Judge, haftleft:me one - 

To put the yet in mind thou arta Fathers > 
Speak to him, Oh you Mothers-of fad Rome, 
Sitters and Daughters, ete the Execution: 
Of all your blood, haft, haft, and run about: him. 
Groan, fob, how! out the terrors of your Souls,. 
Nay, fly: upon him Jike rob’d Savages, 
And tear him for your young, . 

Brus. Away,and leave me. 

Sem. Orif you think it better for your-purpote, . 
Becanfe he has the pow’r. of Life and Death, at 
Mntreat him thus: throw all your heartlefs brefts: 

Low at his feet, and like a God Adore him ; 

Nay, make a Rampier round him with your Bodies. 

And block him up: I fee he would be going ; 

Yet that’s a Sign that our complaints have: moy'd hina, 
Continu'd falls of ever ftreaming tears, 
Such, and fo many, and thechafteft too 
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Father of bis Country. 


Ofall the pious Matrons throughout:Reme, 
Perhaps may melt this Adamantine temper. 

Not yet! nay, hang your Bodies then upon him, 
Some on his arms, and fome upon his knees, 
And lay this Innocent about his neck, | 
This little fmiling Image of his Father : | 
See how he bends, and ttretches to. his bofom! 
Oh all you pittying pow’rs ofthe’ Darling weeps ; 
His pretty eyes ruddy and wet with tears, 

Like two burft Cherries rowling ina florm, 


Plead for our griefs more than a thoufand Tongues. 


Fun. Yes, yes, my Father will be good to us, 
And fpare my Brothers ; Oh, I know he will: 
Why, do you think he ever was in earneft ? 
What, to cut off their heads? I warrant you. 
He will not; no, he only meant to fright “em, 
As he will me, when I have done a fault : 

Why, Mother, he has whipt ‘em for'’t already, 
And do youthink he hasthe heart to kill °em2 
No, no, he would not cut their little fingers 
Forallthe World; or ifhe fhould, I’m ture 
The Gods would pay him for‘t. : 

Bru. What.hoa! without there !- 

Slaves, Villains, Ha! are not-my Orders heard ? 


Flor. Oh Brutus, fee, they are too well perform‘! 


See here the Bodies of the Roman-youth 
All headlefs by:your.Doom, and there 77Zerius. 


Ter. See, Sir, behold, is not this horrid Slaughter. 


This cutting off onelimb.from your own Body, 
Is't not enough? Oh, willit not fuffice 

To ftop the mouth of the moft bloody Law 2» 
Oh, it were higheft Sin to make adoubt, . 
Toask you now to fave the Innocent Zitusy. 
The common wih, and general Petition 

Ofall the Roman Senate, Matrons, Wives, . 


Widdows, and Babes; nay, ev'n the madding People; .. 


Cry out at laft that Treafon is revengd, ae 
Andask no more: Oh, therefore {pare him, Sir, 
Bra. 1 mutt not hear you, Hark, Valerius, | 
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70 Lucius Funius Brutus’; 


Zer. By all thefe wounds upon my Virgin breaft, 
Which [have fuffer’d by your cruelty, 
Altho you promisd Zirus todetend me, 
Sem. Yet hold thy bloody hand, Tyrannick Brutus, 
And (ll forgive thee for that headlefs horror : 
Grant me my 7étus, Oh in death Task thee, 
Thou haft already broke Sempronia’s heart ; 
Yet I will pardon that, fo 7zrus live. 
Ali, cruel Judge ! thou pittylefs avenger / 
What art thou whifp ring? Speak the horror out, 
For in thy glaving eyes I read a Murder. 
Bru. 1 charge thee, by thy Oath, Valerius, 
As thou art here Deputed by the Gods, 
And not a Subject fora Womans folly, 
Take him away, and drag him to the Ax. 
Val. \cfhall be thus then; not the Hangman’s hand. 
| _ ERans him through, the Womex fries. 
Zit. Oh bravely ftrook! thou haft hit me tothe Earth 
So nobly, that I fhall rebound to Heav’n, } 
Where I will thank thee for this galiant wound.  [Semp. fivoons. 
Bru. Take hence this Woman; haft, and bear her home. 
Why, my Valerzus, did { thou rob my Juftice - 
Zit. L wrought him to it, Sir, that thus in death 
Imight have leave to pay my laft obedietice, 
And bee your bleffing for the other World. 
Ter. Ohdonot takeit, 7/tus ; what ere comes 
From fuch a monftrous nature mutt be blafting. 
Ah,thou inhuman Tyrant! but, alas, 
T loiter here, when 77rus flayes for me: 
Look here, my Love; thou thalt not be before me. [ Stabs hex elf. 
Thus, to thy arms then: Oh, make haft, my 77s, 
lin got already in the Grove of Death; 
The Heav'n is all benighted, not one Star 
To light us through the dark and pathlefs Maze: 
T have loft thy Spirit; Oh, T grope about 
But cannot find thee: now I fink in fhaddows. [ Dyes. 
7it. Y come, thou matchlefS Virtne. Oh, my heart ! 
Farewel, my Love’; we'll meet im Heav'n again: * 
My Lord, I hope your Juftice 3s aton’d ; | ba 
I hope 
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Father of bis Contry. ait 
I hope the glorious Liberty of Rome, | 
Thus water dby the blood of both your Sons, 
Wul get Imperial growth and flourifh long. 
Bru. Thou haitio nobly born thy felfin dying, 
That not to blefs thee were to curfe my felf; 
Therefore I give thee thus my laft embrace, 
Print this latt kifs upon thy trembling lips : 
And, ere thou goeft, 1 beg thee to report me 
To the great Shades of Romulus and Numa, 
Juft with that Majefly and rugged Virtue 
Which they infpir'd, and which the World has fcen. 
So, for I fce thou'rt gon, Farewel for ever : 
Eternal Fove, the King of Gods and Men, 
Reward and Crown thee in the other World. 
Tit. What happinefs has Life to equal this ? 
By all the Gods I would not live again ; 
For what can ove, or all the Gods give more: 
To fall thus Crown’d with Virtu's fulleft Charms, | 
And dyethus bleft, in fuch a Father’s arms ° [ Dyes. 
Val. He’sgone ; the gallant Spirit's fled for ever. 
How fares this noble Veflel, that is rob’d 
Ofall its Wealth, fpoil’d of its Top-maft glory, 
And now lyes floating in this World of ruin ? 
Bru. Peace, Conful, peace; let us not foil the pomp 
Ofthis Majeftick Fate with Womans brawls. 
Kneel Fathers, Friends, kneel all you Romaz People, 
Huth’d as dead Calms, while I conceive a pray r 
That fhall be worthy Rome, and worthy Fove. 
Val. \nfpire him, Gods ; and thou,oh Rome, attend. 
Bru. Let Heav'nand Earth for ever keep their bound). 
The Stars unfhaken go their conftant Round ; 
In harmlefs labour be our fteelemploy'd, 
And endlef$ peace thro all the World enjoy d, 
Let every Bark the Waves in fafety Plough, 
No angry Tempeft curl the Ocean's brow ; 
No. darted flames from Heav’n make Mortals fear, 
Nor Thunder fright the weeping Paflenger ; 
Let not poor Swains for ftorms at Harveft mourn, 
But {mile to fee their hoards»of bladed Corn : 
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72 Lucius Funins Brutus ; 
No dreadful Comets threaten from the Skies, 

No venom fall, nor poys'nous Vapors rife. 

Thou, Fove, who doftthe Fates of Empires Doom, 
Guard, and Defend the Liberty. of Rome. 


Po 










































Epilogue. 


Spoken by Mr. Barrey. 


O cringing Sirs, the Poets Champion I, 

| Have fworn to fland, and evry Fudge def ; 
But why each Bullying critick fhowd I name 
A Fugde, whofe only bufinefs is to damne, 
While you your Arbitrary fist advance 
At Wit, and duft it like a boor of France 
Who without foow of reafon or pretence 
Condemn a man to dye for {peaking fence. 
Flow ere we term d you once the wife the ftrong 
Know we have Lorn your impotence too long, 
Tou that above your Sires prefume to foare, 
And are but copies dawb'din Minutare. 
Toa that have nothing right in heart nor tongue: 
But only to be refolute in wrong. 
Who fence affect with fuch an Aukward Ayre 
As if aFrenchman /bould become fevere. 
Or an \talian make his Wife a jefe 
Like Spaniards pleafant, or like Dutchmen dreft: 
That rank the nobleft. Poets with the vile 
And look your felves in a Plebeian ftzie. 
Bat with an Oath,—— 
Falfe as your Wit and Fudgment now I fwear 
By the ious Maiden-heads of each Theater 
Nay by my own ; The Poets fhall not feand,. 
Like Shrove-tide Cocks, the Palt of every band.. 
~ Let not the purblind Critick’s fentence pafs 
That fhoots the Poet through an optick glafs, 
No peals of ill plac’d praife from galleries come 
Nor punk below to clap or hifs prefume 
Let her not cackle at the fops that flout her 
Nor clukk the Squires that ufe to pipp about her, 
No full blown block head bleated like an Ox : 
Travere the vit.withedam me, what a pox. 
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Know then for Ev'ry mifdemeanor bere ~~ 
Lil be more fabbing, foarp, and more fevere,- 
Then the Fell-fbe that. on her K wat comes: Nahies ae 
Who in his drink; lafe-night laid wafther Reomes, i 
Fhundred her China, damu'd her quality, — é 
Her glaffes broke, and tere her Point Venie . eee 
That drag d her by the hair, and. broke her head, eS 
A€é rai3 a Lion, but a lamb in bed. eet 

Like her I’le teez you for your midnight frorming, 

For your all talking, and your noe performing. = 

Tou that with monftrous Fudgment force the Stage 

Tou fribling, fumbling Keepers of the dge. 
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